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Chapter One 


Taylor had convinced Dave that hitting this club was a good idea. They'd have a few drinks, check out a few 
dancers and then go back to the hotel and sleep it off. The two men walked right into Scores and were seated 
at a small table directly in front of the stage. 


Taylor sat back in his chair, letting his legs fall open, beer bottle to his lips and gazed at the woman on the 
stage. She looked down at him with a small grin on her lips. He winked at her. Dave couldn't help but swivel his 
head around, checking out the other patrons. There was a beautiful Asian woman a couple tables over. She was 
staring at him, the oddest expression on her face. 

"Tay, check out the girl over there." 

"What?" Taylor yelled over the music. 


Dave put his hand on Taylor's head and drew him closer. "There's a girl over there staring at me weird" 


"Of course she is. Let me see." He leaned closer to his friend, putting his hand on Dave's thigh for support. The 
side of his face was mere inches from Dave's lips. "The pretty Asian girl?" 


"Yeah." 
"Maybe she wants you. You should go talk to her." 
"In a strip club?" 


"Why not?" he asked as he turned his face toward Dave's. They stared at each other, noses millimeters apart. 


His hand still on his thigh. 
Dave panicked. Too close! He twitched, forcing Taylor to realize what he was doing and straighten up. 


"Lets get outta here." Dave muttered after a few more beers. He couldn't relax with that girl looking at him 


like that. 

The men took a cab back to the hotel and stumbled into the room they were sharing. They liked sharing hotel 
rooms out on the road because it was more fun and less lonely. Dave shed his jacket and kicked off his shoes 
before he entered the bathroom. Taylor sat on the end of the bed, flipping through the channels on the 
television After a couple minutes, Dave exited the bathroom in only his shorts. He walked across the room in 
front of Taylor. 

"Dude, how fucked up am |?" 

"Huh?" Taylor's eyes flicked from the TV to Dave. 


"How fucked up am |? | haven't seriously been interested in a woman since the divorce but I've fucked 


everything that walks. 

"Not everything.” Taylor mumbled under his breath 

"What?" 

"Nothing, Come here, buddy" Taylor stood up and pulled the covers back on the bed. "Get in" 
"Huh?" 

"Just get in" And he stripped off his own clothes. 

Dave laid down on the bed and Taylor climbed in behind him. He turned the TV off 

"Tay, what are you doing?" 


"Shut up. Go to sleep. You're going down that road again and you never listen when | try to talk you out of it 


so we're just gonna try this Tonight, okay?" 
‘Its weird." 


"Just close your eyes." Taylor's voice dropped into a soothing whisper. He smoothed his hand over Dave's soft, 


dark hair. 
"Don't put it in my ass, okay?" 
"No promises." 


Dave did feel better almost immediately. Taylor provided him the comfort he wasn't even aware he craved so 


much. Dave had half a mind to turn around and kiss his friend, and whatever else he might want to do. 

The following day, they arrived at the Garden at five and ran through sound check. Then Dave and Taylor sat 
down and faced reporter after reporter. Dave paused to light a cigarette when the next one sat down opposite 
them. 

"Holy shit! IHs you!" 

The girl smiled and extended her hand. "Lucy Kruznic, Rolling Stone." 

"What are you..why didn't you..?" Dave stammered. 

"Introduce myself last night? | was on a date, it seemed awkward." 

"Well, yeah. Who takes a date to a strip club?" 

"Didn't you?" she said with a sarcastic smirk. 

| was with Tay." Dave said and poked Taylor's ribs. 

"| know. Not a date?" 

"We're friends." Dave said indignantly. 


"Uh huh. So, let's get down to it, shall we?" 


"Wait! We're not together. He's married!" Dave was getting defensive for no reason but this girl was pissing 


him off. 


"Yep. I'm married." Taylor offered listlessly. 
"Good" She smiled. 


After they answered her questions about the record and the tour, she smiled diplomatically again and stood 
up. 


"Have a great show, gentlemen" 

Dave looked at Taylor. Taylor looked back at him. 

"Go get her.” Taylor said, waving his hand at the doorway 

Dave jumped up and chased after her and caught her by the elbow. 


"Hey, wait a second. You were just fucking with us back there right? Do you really think me and him are 
together?" 


"Why does it matter what | think?" 
"It doesn't." 


"Then why did you chase me down to ask me?" 


He opened his mouth to argue but nothing came out: 
She laughed at him. "Have a good show, Mr. Grohl" 
She walked down the hall 

"Wait, can | buy you a beer?" 


She was about twenty feet away from him when she stopped and turned around. "I think they're free around 


here." 
"Can | buy you a less irritating personality?" 
"Nope, I'm pretty set with this one." 


"lIl work around it then" Dave replied and closed the gap between them. "Lucy, was it?" 
She nodded. 


"Glad to meet you." 
Lucy stuck around after the show. She was sitting on the sofa next to Dave back in his suite. Everybody else 


had gathered there as well. People were milling about, talking and drinking. Taylor, never far from Dave's side, 


sat in the chair opposite, watching. Dave and Lucy were talking and laughing and touching. 


Taylor felt jealous. Why? He'd watched Dave go through women before, sometimes a couple a night. So why 
was this girl different? Because he was different around her. 


When Dave told him he was going to make sure Lucy got home okay, Taylor's heart sank. Dave's random sex, 
he could handle. Dave falling for someone, he was pretty sure he could not handle. 


Wait, but you're a married man, Hawkins. What the fuck? He thought to himself as he lay alone in the bed, 
waiting for Dave to return. 

And he did finally return at 8 in the morning. The bed shifting under his weight stirred Taylor awake. 
"Where the fuck you been?" 

"Lucy's. She's amazing." 

"Did you fuck her?" 

"No." 

And Taylor's heart broke in a million pieces. 

"She's different. | may actually like her. 

"That's cool" Tay mumbled. 

"What? You didn't like her?" Dave turned to face his best friend. 

‘| liked her just fine." 

"What's the matter then?" 

"Nothing." 

"Taylor?" 

"| said nothing, forget it" He grunted with a huff. 

"What the fuck, dude? | don't fucking get youl Why are you in a shitty mood?" Dave exclaimed, standing up. 
"You really want to know?" Taylor stood up also. 

They stood on either side of the bed, glaring at each other. 


| really want to know!" 


Taylor's eyes dropped from Dave's face to the bed What are you doing here? You love Alison and Dave met a 
woman he might actually want to be with. Let this go. Just let it die. 


‘Its really nothing, just kept hearing shit, thinking it was you coming back." 
"Oh, did you miss me?" Dave smirked. 
"Yeah, | guess. Come on, let's go back to sleep." Taylor got back into bed. 


Dave slid in and pulled Taylor closer. The drummer's breath caught in his throat when Dave buried his face in 


his blond hair. 

"What are you doing?" 

"Nothing. Come on, go back to sleep." 
"| can't. You're too close. Get off me." 


Dave sighed and Taylor felt his warm breath on his neck and his skin prickled. Taylor did the only thing he 


could think of, he rolled over so they were face to face. he gently ran his fingers through Dave's hair. 
"Tay?" 
"Shh" 


"What are you.." Dave wanted to ask what he was doing but the look in Taylor's eyes as he gazed at him told 


Dave exactly what he was doing. 

Ever so slowly, Taylor lowered his gaze to Dave's lips. 

"l'm going to kiss you. You have one chance to stop me" Taylor whispered. His eyes flicked back up to Dave's. 
His big, brown eyes watched Taylor with both fear and wonderment. The younger man leaned in slowly and 
pressed his lips to Dave's. He was happily surprised when Dave didn't pull away. But that was all. After a quick, 
somewhat chaste peck on the lips, Taylor pulled away. He smiled when Dave actually leaned toward him for 
more. 

"Again" Dave whispered. 


"You're sure?" 


He nodded. 


"| don't know..." Taylor's voice trailed off as he considered the consequences of what he was doing. 

Dave wrapped his hand around the back of his neck and pulled him toward his open mouth. 

"Wait!" Taylor hissed. "What are we doing? | can't do this with you." 

"But how long have you wanted to?" 

"Forever." 

"Then do it.” 

"| can't." 

"Then why did you start?" 

"Because l'm gonna lose you." 

"Nah, you won't. You're my best friend." 

"That's it?" 

"No, but it'll have to do, won't it?" 

Taylor groaned. "Why now, D?" 

"Because you made me feel safe the other night. Safer and calmer than I've felt in years." Dave didn't wait for 
permission he might not get this time. He pulled Taylor against him and kissed his mouth. His lips were forceful 
against the blonde's. His tongue pushed its way into Taylor's mouth, lapping against his tongue. Dave's hands slid 


into Taylor's hair, fingers pressed into his scalp. 


Taylor struggled to both enjoy the kiss and break away from it. He finally found the strength to push Dave 
away. "Stop!" He cried, panting. 


Before Dave could persuade him to do anything else he might regret, Taylor stood up and walked into the 
bathroom. What the fuck just happened, Hawkins? He planted his hands against the cold, marble vanity and 
stared at himself in the mirror. His face was flush, his chest was heaving. If he really wanted to, he could go 
back out there and let Dave do whatever he wanted to him. If he felt like letting his entire world shatter into 
a thousand, broken pieces. He took a deep breath and turned around to start the shower. 


Chapter Two 


Dave huffed and stood up. He raked his fingers through his hair and pulled out a cigarette. What was he doing, 
kissing Tay like that? He'd always wondered what it would be like but his timing was awful. Taylor was a 
husband and a father. He had no business confusing the man like that. Let him be, he's your best friend and 
that's all he should be. But he felt the same way. Dave knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that Taylor was in 
that bathroom fighting the same battle with himself. 


"Tay?" Dave called, knocking on the door. 
No response. Dave heard the shower running. He smiled to himself as he tried the handle. Unlocked. 


Dave slid into the room and undressed. He opened the glass door and stepped in. 


"Dave! What the fuck??? Get out!” Taylor screamed as he pressed his back against the tiled wall furthest 
away from Dave, covering himself with his hands. Or trying to, he had been in the middle of relieving some 


tension when Dave surprised him. 
"You didn't lock the door." Dave smirked. "And | see you've been thinking about me" 


"Don't do this, Dave, I'm begging you." Taylor groaned, even as Dave was reaching for him. Taylor's eyes 
narrowed as they studied Dave's naked body. They traveled down his chest, to his flat stomach, to his hips, to 


his groin 


Dave's fingers curled around Taylor's wrists and pulled him forward, off the tiles. He wrapped his arms around 
Taylor's back, fingertips lightly tickling their way up and down. Dave tucked his chin into the nook of Taylor's 
neck and softly pressed his lips to the warm, wet skin he found there. 


Taylor's body trembled with anxiety. He'd wanted exactly this with Dave for quite some time, even after he 
married Alison. He foolishly thought once he was married, he'd stop thinking about Dave. But it was impossible 
to stop thinking about Dave, especially when Taylor wasn't strong enough to put the necessary distance 
between them. And so, even though he knew this would destroy his life, he slowly slid his arms around Dave's 


neck. The hot water raining down on them could never wash away the passion that bled from their veins. 
Dave reached behind Taylor and turned the water off. He opened the glass door and stepped out, pulling Taylor 
with him. He took a towel and wrapped it around Taylor's narrow waist, tucking one corner in so that it stayed 


around him. Dave wrapped another towel around himself. 


"Come on, let's get something to eat. l'm starving." Dave said with a grin. "I know you're freaking the fuck out. | 


don't want to scare you. We'll back off a bit, okay?" 


Taylor let out a sigh. "Fuck, D. I'm so fucking hard, dude. Now you're gonna give me blue balls?" 


Dave slipped two fingers into the top of Taylor's towel and pulled him forward. He kissed Taylor's lips and 
replied, "Yep." 


They dressed and wandered downstairs to find breakfast. Seated at a table in the restaurant, they couldn't 
help staring at each other, little smiles tugging at their mouths. 


"I'm meeting Lucy for lunch at 1:00." Dave mentioned very casually as he sipped his coffee. 

"Oh." Taylor felt ashamed, embarrassed for thinking for a second that Dave would help him pick up the pieces 
of his shattered life. Dave was merely thinking with his dick, like always. Well, at least nothing else happened. 
Taylor could go home to his family no worse for the wear. 


"Tay, she's a good girl. | need this, you know?" 


"Yep, you do. So go enjoy yourself" Taylor stood and flung a few bills at Dave. "This is on me. Much like the 


joke here; on me." 

Before Dave could respond, Taylor spun and walked quickly away. Dave sighed and dropped his hand on the table. 
What the fuck did Tay want from him? Leave him alone. Don't see someone else. Christ, he was worse than a 
chick. 

Lucy walked into Nobu wearing a pair of tight jeans with ripped knees, black Cons and a Motorhead T-shirt. Her 
wavy black hair hung down her back, sunglasses sat atop her head. Dave watched her walk toward him. She 
smiled at him. 

"Hey, how are you?" 

"Good, you?" 

"Great!" She kissed his cheek. 

"Ya hungry?" Dave asked. 

"No, but a fucking drink would do me right" 

Dave smiled. Nice. 


They sat and had a couple drinks, talking. 


"My real name is Lucinda. My father named me, he's Croatian My mother is Thai. | have a nickname. My 


grandmother from Thailand couldn't pronounce Lucinda so she calls me Lucky." 


"Lucky?" Dave laughed. 


"Don't they call you Disco?" 
"Touche" 

"| have to work tonight. When are you guys leaving town?" 

"Tomorrow night. What are you doing tonight? Another show?" 

"Yes. At the Prudential Center in Newark, Red Hot Chili Peppers. | understand they're pals of yours" 
"Yeah, they are. You'll enjoy that. They're good guys" 

"Come with me." She suggested with a smile Dave could not refuse. 


| could do that." Dave returned his own flirtatious smile. Tay would probably love to see his pals again too. But 


there was no way Dave was going to ask Tay to come along with him and Lucy. 


He returned to the hotel room to find it empty. Good, he thought. He changed his clothes and sat on the sofa, 


having a smoke when the door opened 

"Oh, hey" Taylor mumbled. 

"Where you been?" 

"Around. How was your lunch?" 

"Really good. We just went back to her apartment and fucked. A lot" 
"So your usual repertoire." 

"Yep. Why fix it if it ain't broken?" 

"Indeed" And he walked into the bedroom. 

"Taylor?" Dave called, following him. 

"What?" 

"What did you expect? You'd leave Al and me and you'd live happily ever after?" 


"No. | just expected you not be a fucking asshole." 


Dave laughed. He literally threw his head back and laughed. "How am | the asshole here? You're a married 
father sending me all these mixed signals, kissing me then telling me to stop. Then complaining about your blue 


balls. Make up your goddamn mind. What do you want from me?" 
Taylor sighed and ran a hand through his hair. "I don't know." 


"Well, when you figure it out, you be sure and let me know. We'll see what we can do to make Taylor happy 


then" Dave said with a condescending sneer. 


Chapter Three 


Dave and Lucy were pretty wasted by the time they reached her apartment in the West Village. In the car, 
she tried to explain to him all the different neighborhoods but he could barely remember hers and the one 


that his hotel was in, never mind any others. 


Inside the door of her small, 100 square foot, one bedroom apartment, she dropped her bag onto the bench 


and turned to Dave. 

"You can stay if you want." She said with a smirk. 
"tll think about it" 

"Don't hurt yourself" 


Dave shook his head at her just before he pulled her into his arms and kissed her. He slid one hand up her 


back and into her long, wavy black hair. 

"You're a pain in the ass." He growled into her ear as he grazed his lips against it. 

"You're an overrated drummer turned wannabe guitarist.” 

"You're gonna pay for that one." 

‘Oh really? How so?" 

Dave sunk onto the couch, pulling Lucy down with him so that she was on top of him. They continued kissing 
and throwing barbs at each other. After each dig, an article of clothing was discarded until they were both 


completely naked. 


Lucy pulled herself up and looked down at Dave. "Damn, Grohl, | thought you were gonna punish me. | mean, 


what can you possibly do with that little thing?" She teased him with a sarcastic grin 
"Oh, fuck you. You asked for it, now." And he flipped her onto her back and entered her in one swift movement. 


‘| want to see you again" It took Dave most of the night and part of the morning to muster up the courage to 


say that to her. They were laying in her bed after the second go round. It was six o'clock in the morning. 
"When are you leaving?" 


"Right after the show tonight. Another six shows in ten days. Then back to LA" 


"ll see you in LA then | spend a fair amount of time out there." 

"You do, huh?" 

"Enough to have a place there. I'm bi, you know." 

Dave's eyes grew wide. "Seriously?" 

"Bi-coastal, dumb ass." 

"Oh." He sounded crestfallen. 

"Although, if the right woman happened along, I'd give it a try." 

"And let me watch?" 

"Syre" 

"Yes!" 

If | can watch you and Taylor." 

The mere mention of his name made Dave twitch uncomfortably. "Can we not talk about Taylor right now?" 
"What's the matter, lover's quarrel?" She teased, never knowing how accurate she really was. 

“Something like that" Dave chose his words with carefully planned carelessness. 

The hotel room was quiet when Dave slowly opened the door. He wasn't sure what to expect. He had to admit 
to himself that he had hoped to find Tay there, sleeping peacefully in the bed. He imagined sliding in next to 
him and pulling him close. Taylor wasn't there, however. In fact, every trace of Taylor had been removed from 
the room. He must have gotten a room of his own. Well, that was fair, wasn't it? Given the circumstances, 


Dave had to realize it was the right thing to do. Then why did it feel like a punch to the gut? 


He shed his clothes and took a hot shower. The bed still smelled like Taylor and Dave pulled a pillow against his 
chest and inhaled deeply. He inhaled Taylor but he remembered Lucy. 


Dave exited the room at five to meet the rest of his band downstairs in the lobby to board the van that 
would take them over to New Jersey for their show. He picked his head up at the sound of another door 
opening. Taylor stood in the doorway of the room directly across the hall. 


"Hey." Dave mumbled. 


"Hey. Um, you understand about this, right?" Taylor waved his hand between the two of them, indicating the 


reason he was standing across the hall from Dave. 
Dave nodded. "Sure" 

"Chad texted me last night. Thanks for asking me to come with you." 
'T, | was with Lucy. Just figured i'd be weird for you" 

"Course" Taylor mumbled and started walking ahead of Dave. 


Game face, Dave thought before he threw the strap of his guitar around his shoulder. And the show, as they 
so often do, went flawlessly. At first, Dave was hesitant to turn back to Taylor and play off each other like 
they always do but the very moment he turned around, he saw Taylor's infectious smile and everything, at 


least on stage, was as it should be. 


"The last guy to make up this band is Taylor. You know him, you love him. Fuck, | know him, | love him. He 
never believes me when | say it though. Maybe tonight, he will" With that, Dave swiveled his body to the side 
so he could still speak into the microphone and look at Taylor sitting at the kit behind him. "Taylor Hawkins, | 
fucking love you." 


The crowd of twenty-two thousand went crazy. 
Taylor remained silent, staring into Dave's eyes. 


After the most awkward, longest pause, he leaned toward his mic and said quietly, "I bet you say that to us 


all." 


The place erupted in laughter, fans thinking they were witnessing the trademark flirtatious banter between the 
two men. But Dave knew what this particular dig meant and he held Taylor's stare for a moment. Still holding 


Tay's gaze, Dave asked for his acoustic guitar. 


"Change in plans, everybody. This wasn't on the set list but it must be done. You guys, take a break for a sec, 
| got this. Taylor, this one's for you." 


Taylor sat quietly and watched his friend serenade him with Aurora. And when Dave sang the lines, " | just 
kinda died for you. You just kinda stared at me. We will always have the chance, we can do this one more time." 
He felt hot, sorry tears spill over the rims of his eyes. He tried quickly to brush them away but he knew 


Dave saw him. 


After the show, Taylor had one thing in mind: Find Dave. Find Dave and devour him. So when he entered the 
room and found Lucy standing next to Dave with her arm around him, laughing, he was devastated and angry 


all over again. He spun around to quickly exit the room when he heard Dave calling his name. Dave caught him 


by the arm in the hallway. 

"Hey." 

"Let go of me." Taylor said through gritted teeth. 

"I didn't know she was coming, Tay. | swear." 

If you had, you never would have done that for me, right? You'd have sang to her?" 

"No, that's not what | mean. Come here." Dave opened the first unlocked door he could find and shoved Taylor 
inside. He fumbled to find the light switch on the wall. When the lights came up, the first thing Dave realized 
was that they were in a tiny janitor's closet. The second thing Dave realized was that his friend was tearing up 


agai n. 


"Taylor, | am so sorry about all of this. | don't mean to hurt you at all. But the reality is that you have a wife 


and it's not fair of you to have expectations of me if | cant have any of you." 


Taylor gently pulled Dave against him, burying his face in Dave's sweaty hair, his lips finding the salty skin of 
his neck. His hands slid underneath Dave's wet T-shirt. 


"| want you." Taylor whispered. 

"Oh Christ, Tay." Dave groaned. "I want." Dave struggled. He wanted this right now too, but he also thought of 
Lucy. He wanted her as well. With a huge effort, he pushed Taylor away. "I want Lucy. She's safe. She's what | 
need to want. " 


"Now who the fuck is sending mixed signals? You're such a fucking dick." 


Dave flinched at venomous tone of Taylor's voice. "I know. | wish things were different. | really do. Whether you 


believe me or not, | really do love you. But there's no way there's a happy ending here, T." 
"So that's it? How the hell are we supposed to move on from here?" 

"| don't know. But we will. You're my best friend, we have to." 

"| need some distance. | need to put space between us." 


Dave nodded slowly, afraid of the implication Was he losing Taylor? 


Chapter Four 


They took a charter from LaGuardia to Philadelphia International. Dave's heart was in his throat over his 
conversation with Tay. He stared at him as he sat alone, across the aisle. Dave wanted to move over, next to 


him, hold onto him, make him feel better but he didn’t. Taylor asked for space. 


In the van to the hotel, Taylor sat next to Pat and merely looked out the window. He asked the girl at the 


front desk for his own room, breaking Dave's heart even more. 

"Im sorry, Mr. Hawkins, we're booked up. Because of your show, ironically enough’ 

"OF course" He sighed. 

He followed Dave into the room with a frustrated sigh. 

‘Look, | can sleep on the couch" Dave offered quietly 

"No, | will. Hs your room" 

When he tried to walk past him, toward the bathroom, Dave caught him with an arm around his waist 
"Please, Taylor. lm dying here" 

"Please what, Dave? Continue to be hurt and humiliated by you?" 

‘Nol No. Please don't build a wall between us" 

"| didn't . | tried to tear one down" 

They stood still, each staring into the other's eyes. 

"| love you, Tay." Dave whispered, his voice cracked and the tears in his eyes suddenly spilled down his cheeks. 
"Hts too late, D. Too late" And he pulled free from Dave and picked up his bag again. "I'l stay with Pat" 

Just as he reached the door, he turned back to Dave. "You asked what | wanted from you. | know what it is | 
want now" 

"What?" Dave asked, hopeful. If he could give him what he wanted, maybe he'd stay. 


"Freedom." He said with a defiant lift to his head. And he was out the door. 


How fitting, Dave thought. We arrive in Philly and he wants freedom. 


Taylor knocked on Pat's door. Pat was like the den mother, always providing support, an ear to listen, a 


shoulder to cry on, an arm to lean on Taylor just hoped he wouldn't question him too much on this. 
"Hey. What's wrong, Tay?" 

"Can | sleep on your sofa? |, uh, | don't want to stay with Dave." 

"Sure. Something happen?" 

"Do you mind if we dort tak about it? Im sorry. Id just rather not 

"Its the girl, isn't it?" Pat asked gently. 

"More less. Chalk it up to bad timing” 

Pat nodded in understanding. He gave Taylor's shoulder a squeeze, his big, brown eyes full of empathy. 
"Pat." Taylor's voice trailed off as he looked away, embarrassed 

"Hts okay, hon. It happens. Don't be ashamed" 


This is how the rest of the tour went. Taylor stayed with Pat. The on stage flirting became non-existent. When 
they returned to LA, Tay immersed himself in his home life with Alison and Shane. 


"Babe, | haven't heard from D since you been home. What's he up to?" 


"| don't know. We just spent so much time together on the road so it's nice to not hear from each other for a 


while. Plus, he met someone." 
"He did?" Alison squealed. "Tell me more! What is she like?" 


"She's nice, you'd like her. She's a writer for Rolling Stone. Lives in New York. Her name is Lucy." It was difficult 


for Taylor it sound cheerful about Lucy but he had to convince Al. 
"Oh, but if she lives in New York, how's he gonna keep seeing her?" 
Taylor shrugged. "That's their problem." 


"You guys have a fight or something? Jealous he won't he around so much maybe? It's been a long time since 


he's been interested in someone." 


‘Come on, Al." Taylor sounded annoyed. "I gotta go unpack my shit at 606. Be back in a while." 


Taylor sat behind the wheel of his truck in the parking lot at 606 for several minutes. He resolved to put all 
of this behind him. He had Al and Shane and he'd be damned if he was going to throw that away. 


He was just unpacking the last of piece of his kit when he heard the outer door open and the unmistakable 
sound of Dave's laughter. And a new sound not unfamiliar to him; female laughter. 


"Hey, T!" Dave greeted him with a huge, fake smile. 
"Hey. Hey, Lucy. What are you doing out here?" 


"Oh, did | forget to mention Lucy splits her time between here and New York? She has a condo over in Studio 
City. 


Taylor knew Dave was digging at him. "Ah, that's cool." 


"Taylor, | was wondering if you and your wife would like to have dinner with us while I'm out. | have to go back 


to New York in three days. Maybe tomorrow?" Lucy asked. 
"Maybe." Taylor mumbled. "I gotta get home." 
Taylor purposely avoided Dave's phone calls for the next three days, not mentioning Lucy's dinner invitation to 


Al. He was cleaning the pool one early afternoon while Al had taken Shane to her sister's house for the 
afternoon. He started when he looked up and saw Dave pass through the doorway from the house. 


"What the fuck, man?" He yelled. 


"Front door was unlocked. Besides, | have a key. Stop avoiding me. You hurt Lucy's feelings. She thinks you hate 
her. But it's really me you hate, right?" 


"| don't hate you. " Taylor said quietly, concentrating on putting the filter back together. 


Dave crossed the patio toward Taylor. The drummer could feel his resolve crumbling with every step Dave 
took. He began to take a step backwards, to put his hand up. 


"Enough of this." Dave growled as he wrapped his fingers around Taylor's upper arms and pulled him roughly 
against his chest: 


"Stop! | don't want this! | don't want you!" 
"Liar. | want this. | want you right now." 


"You're gonna rape me, Dave? Really?" Taylor turned his face up to look Dave in the eye. 


| need you to just be honest with me, Tay. Say you still want me, please!" 

‘| will never say that again" 

Dave pushed Taylor away with a frustrated grunt. "What do you want me to do?" 
"Leave my house." 

"No. Not until you tell me what | want to hear.” 

"What difference does it make? It's not going to change anything, is it?" 

"| don't know." 

‘It's not. So, let it go. Go, be with Lucy and leave me alone.” 

"Do you love me?" Dave asked quietly, his voice catching in his throat. 

"Always. Now, please go." 


Dave reached for Taylor's hand and pressed his lips to his open palm, gazing into those beautiful hazel eyes. 
And then without a word, he turned to leave. 


Resolve, Taylor thought. Just watch him go. It's the right thing, Resolve. Fuck! 

"D" Taylor said softly. If he didn't hear me, at least | tried, Tay thought. 

Only, he did hear. Dave turned back to him."Yeah?" 

Taylor closed the trap on the filter and walked toward the object of his desire. He took Dave's face in his 
hands and kissed his mouth. It was a deep, powerful, and defining kiss. Taylor's lips crushed the singer's lips, his 
tongue dominated Dave's. 

"im done. Don't ask me again. No more." 

Dave stared at him, his eyes glazed over, not comprehending what Taylor was telling him. 

"Be with me" He uttered, 


"No, | can't. | can't!" 


Dave pulled him into his arms and kissed him again. Taylor fought him initially but slowly melted as Dave's kiss 


completely obliterated his resolve. 


The pair sunk to their knees right there in Taylor's backyard, kissing and touching each other. Dave's hands 
were tangled in Taylor's hair. The drummer was pulling Dave's T-shirt over his head. Their naked chests 
crushed against each other as Dave leaned over Taylor, forcing him onto his back in the grass. Dave hovered 


over him and smiled. 
"| love you.” 


"Dave, please stop saying that. There's no happy ending here, remember? If you want to fuck me, just fuck 


me. 


Chapter Five 


Dave's smile turned into a scowl when Taylor told him it was just a fuck. He rolled onto his back next to Tay in 
the grass. "| can't do that." 


Taylor laughed. "You've done that at least a hundred times, that | know of. Why can't you do that now? Why 


the sudden conscience?" 

"You know why." 

"You're a piece of work, Grohl. Now, please leave." Taylor said as he stood up and walked toward the house. 
What Dave didn't know was that, as soon as Taylor had moved inside the house, away from Dave's view, he 
broke down in tears. How easy would it have been to tell Dave he loved him also? How easy would it have been 
to kiss him and let Dave have his way with him? Too easy and he'd be picking up both the pieces of his 
shattered life and his shattered heart. Taylor could not let that happen, knowing that Dave would not be there 
to help him put them back together again. When he heard a car start out front, he slid up to the window to 
watch Dave leave, his fingers pressed against his swollen and throbbing lips. 


"Can't you come back sooner than that?" Dave asked Lucy on the phone that evening. 


| wish | could | have to fly down to Dallas tomorrow to do an interview. After that, | stop in Vegas and then | 
can come back to LA and stay for a couple weeks." 


"A couple weeks?" 

"Yeah, two or three. Does that work for you?" 
"Yeah, | suppose that'll work" 

‘Good, itll have to cause that's all you get’ 


"Hey, Luce. Um, | talked to Tay. He's uh, he's not upset with you. Its me. We haven't exactly been seeing eye to 
eye lately. So it's not you that he doesn’t want to be around, it's me." 


"I had a feeling. What's going on with you two?" 
"| don't know. Nothing. Sometimes we just need some space from each other." 
"Because you're lovers. | get it. And here | am, throwing a monkey wrench in everything.’ 


Dave huffed. "You're not my monkey wrench." 


"But you are lovers?" 
"No! Come on, stop that" 

She laughed softly. "I gotta go. I'll tak to you tomorrow." 
"Okay, have a good night 

"You too" 


Taylor laid in bed, watching Alison sleep. He loved her, he was certain of that. But he had to admit that the 
spark was gone. He no longer felt butterflies in his stomach at the sight of her, no longer felt the desire to 
kiss her, touch her, be inside of her. That spark and those butterflies belonged to someone else now. Could this 
ever be enough for him then? Well, it was better than the alternative, Taylor thought. With a sigh, he got out 
of the bed and walked softly down the hall to Shane's room. He sat on the edge of the boy's small bed and 
gently touched his face. Yes, Taylor realized, this right here was enough for him. 


Dave met Lucy at her condo the day she got back into town. He brought take out Chinese food with him. They 


sat on her couch, eating and exchanging stories. 

"When | was nine years old, my parents gave me an eight track player for my birthday. Remember those? 
Well, a love affair with music was born | love all music. | don't care if its country, rap, R€B. But rock music is 
my whore though. Punk, classic, emo, indie, you name it, | love it. When | was eighteen, | entered college at 
Columbia, pursuing a degree in journalism, still carrying on my affair with rock music. My sophomore year, | 
interned at Spin. It was a dream come true for me. | was primarily responsible for fetching coffee and dry 
cleaning, but occasionally it paid off. Like the time | got to tag along back stage at a show for this new band 
called Foo Fighters. Yeah, that was awesome." She finished her story with a smirk 

"Wait, what? You..when?" 

"Um, July of 95. | was there when it all began" She laughed. 

"Wow. That was a long time ago. You're old What am | doing here?" 

"Not as old as you, gramps." 


"How many times have you met me?" He asked her suddenly. 


"Twice. Would you believe | never got the chance to see you again until this year? I've seen sixty-seven bands 
in thirteen countries but I've never had the opportunity to see Dave Grohl again. Damn the luck!" 


"That makes me feel better, actually. I'd be a total asshole to have met you more than that and still let you 


get away." 

"Oh, | was being nice. We've actually met and fucked like eighteen times." 

"You must have sucked at fucking then since you're so forgettable." 

Lucy shook her head, laughing. "| hate you." 

Dave laughed and reached out to take her face in the palm of his hand. He pulled her to him and kissed her 
mouth. Lucy put her hands on either side of his face, her fingertips becoming entangled in his hair. As their 
kiss deepened, she pulled his shirt up and over his head, breaking the kiss very briefly. She ran her hands up 
and down his bare chest. Dave's hands slid down her ribs to the hem of her shirt and pulled it off. He pulled 
her against him, kissing her neck, flattening his palms against the small of her back. 

"Goddamn, Lucky." He growled into her ear, using her nickname. Then he unhooked her bra and slid it off her 
shoulders. His hands slid down to her ass and pulled her even tighter against him. Lucy could feel his hardness 
through his jeans. She ran her fingernails down his back, digging in a little. With absolutely no warning, he 
pushed her onto her back and was on top of her, crushing her chest with his. Dave kissed her again before 
moving down to take off her sandals and shorts. He stood up to remove his own shoes and pants and then slid 
back on top of Lucy. He pulled one of her knees up, alongside his hip before he entered her. 

"Fuck me." Lucy sighed, tilting her head back. 

"I am. No wonder you sucked at it, you don't even know when someone's doing it to you." 

"Shut up and keep going." 

Later, in Lucy's bed, Dave laid awake, staring at the ceiling. He was torn in half. One half was falling in love with 
Lucy while the other half would do anything to kiss Taylor again, to find a way to convince Taylor to be with 
him. He was remembering the day in the shower when Lucy rolled over and flung an arm across Dave's chest. 
Dave drove Lucy to the airport when it was time for her to return to New York They'd spent every day 
together and Dave made excuses about meeting Alison every time that Lucy brought it up. He didn't even 
bother trying to reach Taylor about it. He knew Tay would decline again. Lucy insisted on just being dropped 
off, there was no reason for Dave to park and come in to see her off. They sat in his car for a few moments. 
‘It was a great three weeks. | loved spending time with you." Lucy started. 

"Me too. Now that you know how to fuck." He grinned. 


"Can you not be a pig for five seconds? I'm trying to tell you that | fucking love you, okay?" 


Dave's eyes grew wide. Love? She loves me? Fuck. "Luce, l.l, um, wow. |, fuck" 


"Okay, well. You marinate in that for a while and I'll call you later." She said hurriedly and jumped out of the 


car. 


Dave slammed his hand against the steering wheel. "Goddamn it!" 


Chapter Six 


"Tay, I'm taking Shane over to Chris and Cara's now. I'll be back in like 20 minutes, okay?" Al called to him. 
"Sure" Taylor didn't even raise his head from over the piano he sat in front of, working on a piece of music. 


This is what he did now to avoid thinking about his life. He hid up in his little studio for hours at a time, 
writing. Except that he ended up scrapping most everything he'd written, deciding it all sounded too morose and 


angry. 
Twenty minutes flew by and Alison was standing in the doorway with her arms crossed. 


"Babe. You want to tell me what's going on inside your head? You've spent hours up here, we hardly ever see 


you. You can talk to me about it, you know." 
"There's nothing to talk about, Al. Everything's fine." 


She sighed. "Stop lying to me, Taylor. Please just tell me. It's about Dave, | know it is. Just tell me what 
happened out there." 


Taylor straightened up and ran his fingers through his hair. "Alison, nothing happened. There's nothing to tell. | 
really just wish you'd let it fucking go." 


She shook her head at him. "I'm disappointed in you. You're letting whatever this is drive a wedge between us 
but hey, if you're okay with that, so be it. Enjoy writing whatever the fuck angry music you're writing up 
here. Hope that works everything out for you." And her eyes narrowed in on Taylor's phone that was sitting on 


top of the piano. She rushed over and grabbed it and ran out of the room. 


"Alison! Alison, give it back! What the fuck are you doing?" Taylor chased after her but she quickly entered 


their bedroom and slammed the door in his face, locking it 
"Goddamn it, Alison! Do not call him! Stay the fuck out of this!" He screamed 

Inside the room, Alison scrolled through the contacts until she got to Dave and dialed his number. 
"Taylor!" Dave sounded way too eager to hear from his friend 

"No, D. Hts Al What's going on?" 

"Oh. Hey Al. What's up?" 


"I just wanted to find out what's going on between you and Tay. | mean, he's acting all mopey and angry and 


shit but he won't tell me why. | assume it's got to do with you and this girl | hear so little about” 


‘Alison, open the door. Please." Taylor tried a different tact. He calmed his voice even though he was raging 


inside. 

"He's angry? He won't return any of my calls, Al. | don't know why he's so angry with me. | wish we could just 
talk Do you think | could bring Lucy over and maybe we could all have dinner or something?" Dave lied. He 
figured getting Al on his side might help him at least have the chance to see Taylor. 

"Yeah! That'd be great! | want to meet her. When?" 

"She gets back into town next week Maybe Thursday?" 

"Great!" 

"Oh, and don't tell him we're coming. He'd find a reason to flake out, you know?" 

"Okay." Although, Alison wasn't sure Taylor would last until Thursday. 

She opened the door and handed him the phone after she hung up with Dave. 

"He doesn't understand why you're acting this way, either." She said quietly. 


"He doesn't, huh?" Taylor scoffed. "What a douchebag." 


Al reached for his arm. "We're worried, Tay. This is just so unlike you." Her voice cracked as tears welled up in 


her eyes. 


"Fuck, Al. Please don't cry." Taylor grumbled as he let her push herself into his arms. She pulled his head down 
to meet her in a needy, desperate kiss. 


She pulled him back into the bedroom, toward the bed. It was the last thing he wanted to do but maybe, just 
maybe, this would get her off his back for a little while. He watched her undress, laid passively while she 
undressed him. He closed his eyes and thought of Dave when she was giving him head. He grabbed a handful of 
her long blond hair and pushed her head down, forcing her to gag on his dick 


"Oh God, Dee-am. Goddamn!" He groaned. He said D. Fuck! Fuck, he said D! Would she notice? And it was over. He 
couldn't stop worrying about his slip up and nothing Al did now was going to get him hard again 


He moved some of his things into the studio and ended up sleeping on the couch in there, what little sleep he 
was getting. 


His head was bent so low, his hair was brushing against the piano keys when he heard the door open "All | said 
| wasn't hungry!" He barked. 


It's me." Dave said quietly. 

Taylor's head snapped up, his spine a perfect vertical line. "Go away." 

"Tay, come on. What are you doing to yourself here?" Dave's heart was breaking over the sight of his 
(former?) best friend slumped over his piano. His hair was an unkept, greasy mess. The shorts he was wearing 
were sweaty and disgusting-smelling. "Al says you haven't come out of here in like four days. She doesn't 


remember the last time you held or played with Shane. What the fuck are you doing?" 


Dave had begun to cross the room when Taylor shot him a look. "Don't come near me. Just leave me alone. 


You're the reason for this!" 


"You told me to leave you alone before so | did. Come on, babe. Lucy is downstairs, why don't you take a 


shower and come down?" 


"You brought her here? To my house???" Taylor picked up the first thing his hand could reach, a beer bottle, 
and flung it against the wall. 


"Oh God, Taylor! What do you want me to do? I'll do anything for you. | just need you to come back. You're 
going fucking mad and | don't know what to do." 


"Get the fuck out of my house and take her with you. Take them all with you, | don't fucking care." 

This time Dave did cross the room and reach him. He pulled Taylor into his arms and held him close, a hand 
pressed to the back of the drummer's head. Taylor didn't put up a fight but instead wrapped his arms around 
Dave's back and rested his head on the brunette's shoulder. 

"lm so fucking tired, D" He mumbled. 

"I know, baby. Its gonna be okay." Dave picked him up and cradled him in his arms, walking him down the hall, 
into the master bathroom. He stood Taylor up against the wall and started the shower. Then Dave pulled his 
shorts off and helped him in. 

"Take a good, warm shower and I'll wait for you in the bedroom, okay?" 

"Uh huh." 

After ten minutes or so, Tay emerged from the bathroom with a towel around his waist. 


"Feel better? You smell better." Dave said with a soft smile, although there was still concern on his face. 


"| can't be around you if | can't be with you. There. There's the truth you've been seeking for so long.” Taylor 


told him, gazing directly into Dave's eyes. 
"But | want to be with you. That's all I've wanted You pushed me away.” 


"Because you're gonna break my heart, DI | know you. | know you very, very well. Look at your fucking track 


record." 


Dave swallowed. That one hurt. "But it's been you all along, Tay. | was too fucking stupid to realize it. You're the 


one. 

"Come on, don't get all fucking melodramatic now." 

Dave had to laugh. "I'M melodramatic? You've been locked in your studio, writing all this crazy, mad music, like 
fucking Phantom of the Opera or Amadeus or some shit. But I'm melodramatic because | finally realized that 
the one | want the most is you.” 


"Then why are you still with Lucy?" 


"Because you told me to be with her!" Dave was getting frustrated. He was about to stand up, off Taylor and 
Alison's bed but instead he shuffled his feet a bit and raked a hand through his hair. 


"You care about her." 


"Yeah, | do. But | care about you more." He reached for Taylor's hand. "We can do this. | can do this if you just 


let me” 

"| don't know, Dave. So much..Alison and Shane, now Lucy. So much shit is gonna go down" 
"Better than you destroying yourself" 

"ld rather destroy myself than allow you to do it" 


Dave lowered his gaze to the floor and remained silent. He knew he was responsible for Taylor's lack of faith in 
him. 


Chapter Seven 


Dave heard a soft thud and picked his head up. Taylor had dropped his towel to the floor and turned to a 
chest of drawers. A small smile crept across the singer's lips as he watched a naked Taylor rifle through a 


drawer. 


Slowly, quietly, he stood and slinked up behind him. Dave wound his arms around the waist of the drummer and 


rested his cheek against the warm, tan skin of his shoulder. 

"| really love you. | will never hurt you again. Please give me a chance." 

Taylor stiffened at Dave's initial touch but the way his hand felt pressed flat against his stomach, his scruffy 
beard against his shoulder, weakened him. This is what he needed from Dave for so long. He turned around in 
Dave's strong arms and faced him. 

"I really love you too. l'm just so freaked out. | mean, you said yourself there was no happy ending for us." 


‘| was hurt and angry. I'm sorry | said that." 


‘lm sorry | hurt you too." Taylor lowered his gaze to stare at the necklace around Dave's neck. He felt Dave's 


lips against his forehead. 

"Kiss me?" Dave whispered. 

"I thought you'd never ask!" Taylor replied as he tilted his head back. His smile made Dave's heart burst. 

The dark haired man slid his hands up Tay's chest and then held his face as he gently pressed his lips against 
Taylor's. Their kiss was slow and innocent at first, enough to wash away the anger and all the bad feelings. It 
built as hunger and need were renewed. Lips melded together, tongues darted quickly in and out, exploring and 
tasting. Both pairs of hands traveled up and down each other, seeking out curves and creases, ticklish spots 
and sweet spots that elicited shivers and moans. 

It was Dave who finally broke away, gasping for breath. "We have to go downstairs.” 

Already, Taylor could see a change in his brown-haired beauty. In the past, Dave would have flung caution to 
the wind and tried to bed him right then and there. He smiled and nodded. He wasn't exactly sure what he was 
going to say to Alison, having driven her so far away already. And Lucy. She had no idea this was even coming. 


"What are you going to tell her?" He asked. 


"| don't even know yet. The truth, | guess." 


Taylor squeezed his hand. "Thank you." 
"Anything you want, it's yours." 

‘| just want you." 

"You have me. Always." 


Taylor pulled on a clean pair of shorts and a t-shirt and followed Dave down the stairs. They found Al and 
Lucy sitting together on the sofa, laughing and drinking wine. 


"Hey! There he is!" Lucy stood up, wobbled a bit, and lurched forward into Taylor's arms. "Everybody's been so 
worried about you! Did you guys straighten things out?" 


Taylor gently set Lucy right on her feet and nodded. Al stood up and looked at her husband. He tried to smile 
at her but he knew she saw right through it. 


Lucy, Al, we need to talk" Dave began. He faltered and cleared his throat. Taylor reached over and set his 
hand against Dave's back. 


"Oh. Oh, no. | knew it!" Alison mumbled when she saw that. 

"What?" Lucy asked, oblivious. 

"Lucy, remember the night we met in New York? You asked me if Taylor and | were dating?" 

"I was kidding! Are you? Have you been? And l.. Aw, fuck! I'm such a fucking moron!" 

"No! No, we weren't. We aren't. But yeah. I'm the reason he fell apart. | caused this, Al. I'm so sorry." 

"Wait, what are you saying?" Alison asked, 

‘| need to be with him." Taylor said quietly. 

"And | need to be with him." Dave added. 

The women sat in stunned silence. Alison covered her face with her hands and sobbed. Taylor knew he should 
go to her and comfort her but he was glued to Dave's side. Lucy glared at him, expecting him, demanding him 
to comfort his wife. Finally, when Taylor didn't move, she slid across the sofa and put her arms around the 


sobbing woman. Alison crumpled into a heaving, wet mess against Lucy's shoulder. 


"Asshole!" Lucy mouthed. 


‘I'm sorry." Was all he could muster. 

"Why don't you guys just go? | can stay and take care of Al. Alison, is that okay with you?" 

She nodded. 

Tay and Dave looked at each other. 

"Lucy, can we just talk?" Dave tried. 

"There's nothing to talk about. | understand. | know you struggled for a long time and you didn't mean to drag 
me into this and hurt me. We don't have anything binding us together like they do. If you really do love him like 
you say you do, just be good to him." 


"Al, I'll be back in the morning to talk things out, okay?" Taylor said. 


"Aw, Tay. Don't fucking bother. If this is how you want to end our marriage, then we have nothing left to say 
to each other. Just fucking go." 


Dave took his arm and gently steered him toward the front door. In awkward, introspective silence, Dave drove 


back to his house. Taylor quietly followed him through the garage and into the kitchen. Dave dropped his keys 


on the granite counter top and stood still. 

"What now?" 

"I have no idea This is gonna get messy." Taylor said as he rubbed his face in his hands. 

The older man pulled Taylor into his arms. "It might but | promise I'll be right here every step of the way." 
"How do you manage to make me so happy and so miserable at the same time?" 

‘tm multi-talented" 

Taylor huffed. "Of course." 

Dave laughed gently. "Everything's gonna work out, T. You'll see." 

"You just might make me believe that." 


He felt a kiss on the side of his head. And then Dave took his hand and pulled him along as he headed up the 
stairs to his bedroom. Dave then dropped Taylor's hand and went to the bed, pulling the covers back. 


"Get in" Dave said with a grin 


Taylor studied Dave's face. Something about this seemed familiar. "Huh?" 


"Just get in" Dave stripped off his clothes. Taylor pulled his t-shirt over his head and sat down on the bed, 
hoisted his legs up and settled back against Dave's pillow. 


Dave slid into the bed behind Tay and pulled the covers up over both of them. 
"What are you doing?" Tay asked. 


"Shut up and go to sleep. You're going down a road again and you never listen to me when | try to talk you out 
of it so we're gonna try this instead, okay?" 


Taylor smiled to himself as the memory came back to him. "This is weird, D" 

"Just close your eyes." Dave whispered in his ear as he ran a hand gently over his smooth, golden locks. 
"Don't put it in my ass, okay? Or do." 

"No promises." Dave replied, laughing against his shoulder. 

Taylor willed his body to relax and exhaled. Dave nuzzled his face into Tay's fresh, clean hair. He had every 
intention of going to sleep after the the rough evening they just had, especially knowing that Tay hadn't been 
sleeping well. But when he felt soft fingertips tracing lines up and down his arm, he couldn't ignore the 
butterflies awakening in his stomach. 

"T" He whispered. "Don't do that" 

"Do what?" 

"You know what. Keep it up and | will put it in your ass tonight” 

Taylor moaned softly. "Then its working.” 


"Fuck" Dave groaned, his nose nudged Taylor's hair away from his neck. "Are you sure?" 


"Abso-fucking-lutely." 


Chapter Eight 


"How the fuck did | not see this coming?" Alison sobbed, her hands clutching Lucy's shirt. She still had her 


head buried in Lucy's shoulder. 


Lucy realized it was going to be a long night. She held Al in one arm and poured more wine for both of them 


with the other. 


"You couldn't have seen it coming, Al. You couldn't have known. He loves you, | know he does. He just reached 


the end of his rope. He couldn't ignore what he feels for Dave anymore. Look at what trying to ignore it did to 


him. 
| wish I'd never met him! And now Shane..." 

"Shh..it's going to be okay." Lucy rocked the beautiful blond woman gently. 

‘I'm sorry. | just met you tonight and look at us." Al sat up and wiped her eyes. 

Lucy stood up. "Where's your bathroom, Al?" 

"Down the hall, on the right” 

Lucy found a face cloth and ran it under the cold faucet and brought it back for Al. She found her downing 
another glass of wine. 

"Here, cold water will help you not be so puffy." 


"Thanks. So how long were you with Dave?" 


"About two months | guess, give or take. | thought | was in love with him. Hell, maybe | was. Am. | don't know. | 
know, for whatever reason, | don't feel angry with him. Happy for him, really. Sorry, that's weird right?" 


"Yeah. Why happy?" 


"| don't know. | guess because | could feel the torment inside of him when | was with him. And | hope that's 


over now." 


Al nodded. "Torment. Tay was definitely tormented. He did try, didn't he? | wonder what the fuck happened while 


they were away to make it all surface." 
"I happened” Lucy said quietly. 


Al looked at Lucy with wide eyes. "You're right!" 


"It must have scared the shit out of Taylor when Dave started to care about me." 
Al suddenly started giggle. "Serves him right." 


Lucy smiled too. She drank more wine. In the peaceful silence that fell between them, she watched the other 


woman, Alison had sparkling eyes, smooth skin, graceful hands. Lucy cringed and looked away. 

"You have to stay. | am in no fucking condition to drive you home." 

"| can call a cab." 

"No. | mean, please stay? It's too fucking quiet without him up there banging away on that goddamn piano." 
"Where's Shane?" 

"My mother's. You can sleep in the guest room. Please, Luce?" 

"Of course." 

Alison lurched forward, into Lucy's arms. "Thank you!" 

"No problem." 

They sat back, drinking more. Alison told Lucy funny stories about Taylor and Dave. Funny stories gradually 
morphed into stories about all the different times she should have caught on to the suppressed feelings 


between the two men. Eventually, Al was crying again 


"Okay, lady. Time for bed. Let's go." Lucy helped her charge stand up and ushered her up the stairs to the 


bedroom. 

"No! No. | can't sleep in there tonight. It smells like him." 

"Okay. Guest room?" 

"Yes, please. I'm sorry." 

"No more apologizing.” 

Al pointed down the hall to the guest room and Lucy sat her down on the bed. She lifted one of Alison's legs, 
cradling her ankle in one hand and unbuckling her sandal with the other. She repeated the action for the other 


foot. She couldn't help but run her thumb gently over the smooth, tan skin over the ankle. 
Alison fell back against the bed and sighed. Lucy raked her eyes up the long, tan legs before her. 


What the fuck are you doing, Lucinda? She thought to herself. 


Her eyes just about popped out of her head when Al's fingers started to push the thin straps of her top off 


her shoulders. 
"Heyl" Lucy reached for her hands to stop her. "Leave that on, just take your skirt off" 
"Yeah, ‘kay." 


Lucy kicked her own sandals off and slid her shorts down her legs. She helped Al get under the sheet and 
turned off the light. Once she was in bed, Alison turned toward her and snuggled against Lucy's side. 


"You smell so good. Your hair... 

Lucy froze when Al inhaled deeply and slid one of those long, graceful hands across her stomach. 

"Al" Lucy whispered. 

'| need you. Just need to feel you beside me tonight” 

Lucy exhaled slowly. Aw, what the fuck? It was just a little light snuggling, right? No big deal. She rolled toward 
Al and wrapped her arms around the slender waist of the blond. Al moaned softly and pushed her bottom 
against Lucy. 

Dear God, Lucy thought. She squeezed her eyes closed and tried not to feel the silky softness of Alison's hair 
against her cheek. 

In the morning, Lucy awoke with Al against her ribs, and arm thrown carelessly over her breasts. She slid out 
from under Al and pulled her shorts back on. 

In the kitchen, she found the coffee and made two cups. Before bringing a cup back to Al, she also found 
Tylenol in the master bathroom. 

"Hey, Al. Wake up.” She shook her shoulder gently. 

Alison moaned and stirred slowly. "Fuck. My head." 


"I know, hon. Here, take these." She handed her the Tylenol and a glass of water. "Drink all the water then | 


have coffee for you.” 
"Bless you. You're a wonderful woman" 


"So I've been told" Lucy smiled. 


‘lm sorry | was a mess last night" 
"Oh, you weren't. At least, you know, for a woman whose husband left her for his male best friend” 


Alison glared at the raven haired comedienne for a moment before she burst into laughter. Lucy exhaled with 


relief and then laughed softly. 
‘lm sorry." 
"Please." Alison waved her hand. "I'm so glad you're here. Thank you." 


"l'm glad I'm here too." 


Chapter Nine 


Author's Notes: 
This is where we get a little R-rated Use a wee bit of caution 


Dave lightly ran his tongue along Taylor's jawline, eliciting an exquisite shudder from the beautiful blonde. He 


rolled over to look his lover in the eye. 
"Dave, put your hands on me." 


‘Oh God, T" Dave groaned and seized Tay's mouth with his while he let his hands slip around Taylor's shoulders 
and down his back, fingers sliding inside his shorts, digging into the soft flesh of his ass. He pulled Tay closer 
against his torso, pleased to feel his hardness against his own. Taylor's hands were tangled in that silky, shiny 


dark hair he coveted so much. 


One of Dave's hands traveled over Taylor's bony hip and into the front of his shorts. Tay grunted against 
Dave's mouth when he felt warm, calloused fingers encircle his cock Dave simply held him in his hand, initially, 


just lightly running his thumb over the tip. 

"Ohh, D" Taylor sighed. His hips began to rock to and fro, trying to create a delicious friction with D's hand 
"| see what you're doing there" Dave whispered 

"Take your shorts off Let me touch you too." 


They parted for the briefest of moments, each shedding what little clothing was left. Dave settled on his back 
and pulled his little blonde one on top of him. Taylor let one of his knees fall over Dave's hip so that they lay 
pelvis against delicious pelvis, chest against firm chest, mouth against warm, wet mouth. Taylor's hands glided 
up, around Dave's shoulders to his neck and playfully danced his fingertips along the ridges of his ears. Dave 
moaned softly into Tay's mouth. 


Dave rolled so that Taylor lay underneath him now. He held himself up on one arm while he brushed blond 
strands of hair off his lover's face. He peered down into eyes the color of hot caramel and smiled. The feeling 


of Taylor's pleasing hands sliding up his chest made him shiver. 
"Tay" He whispered. 
"Shh, kiss me." Taylor replied, winding a hand around the back of his dark haired counterpart's neck and pulling 


him down into a deep, passionate kiss. His lips fused together with Dave's, their tongues wrestled teasingly. 


With his other hand, he tenderly drifted his fingers down Dave's smooth back, resting in that perfect hollow of 


his lower back. 

Dave pushed Taylor's knees to each side of his hips and slowly, achingly slowly, began to rock. A sapid, glorious 
friction built between them. He slipped one arm underneath Taylor and pulled him up, against his chest, as he 
rocked faster. He shuddered with pleasure when he felt a wet tongue lapping at his neck. Little whimpers 
escaped his lover's lips as the grinding became more fervent and needy. 

"D, | can't hold on" Tay grunted into the ear right in front of his lips. 

‘Its okay, baby, let go. Let it go, I've got you." He held Taylor closer, rocking him. 

Taylor pressed his fingertips into the smooth, warm flesh of Dave's shoulders and groaned loudly as his hips 
bucked upward and a wave of relief washed over his body as he came against Dave's stomach. When Dave 
tried to lift himself off of him, Tay held him close, locking his legs around his waist and continuing the rocking 
motion. Dave realized he was doing it for him, to get him off. He grinned and buried his face in the nest of 
blond hair on the pillow. 

"Come on, baby. | want it" Tay whispered, running a soft hand through Dave's hair. 


"Jesus, T" 


"That's my baby. Come on" Taylor coaxed him along by sliding one hand between their hot, damp bodies and 
stroking Dave's throbbing cock. 


His efforts were rewarded when Dave bucked once and pressed deeper against Taylor's pelvis. A long, halting 
groan filled the room. Dave's cum spurted onto Taylor's hand. The blonde grinned shyly as he brought his 
fingers to his mouth and ran his tongue over them, tasting Dave. 

"Fuck, Tay. Could you be any goddamn hotter?" 


"Yes. | could show you tomorrow maybe." 


"| can't fucking wait." Dave murmured as he lowered his mouth against his lover's. The taste of himself on 


Tay's tongue was enough to make him hard again. 
Taylor felt it against his thigh. "D!" 
Dave laughed softly. "Your fault." He said quietly even though he slid off Tay and settled alongside of him. 


Taylor turned into him and snuggled against the brunette's chest. "We finally got here." He whispered with a 


yawn. 


"Worth the wait and all the bullshit." 


"Mmm. | love you." 


"| love you.” Dave kissed the top of his head. "Sleep well, Taylor.” 


Chapter Ten 


Dave awoke to a softly snoring, beautiful blonde in his bed. He tucked a strand of golden hair behind Tay's ear 
and kissed his temple before he crept out of the bed. He had to look over his shoulder again to make sure he 
hadn't dreamed the whole thing. Nope. He was still there in the bed, 

‘| will do whatever | have to do to keep him there’ Dave thought as he made his way to the shower. 

Taylor was still passed out when Dave threw on a pair of cargo shorts and closed the bedroom door quietly 
after him. He stood in the hall, unsure of what to do. Coffee. Let's start there. He pulled his damp hair back in 
an elastic and slowly wandered to the kitchen He brewed a cup of coffee and something was gnawing at him in 
the pit of his stomach. 

Dave found his phone and dialed Lucy. 


"Hello, Dave. How was your night?" 


"It was really good, to be honest. But | called to ask how you are. Lucy, | never wanted to hurt you. | really 


care for you." 

"Dave, | know this. Really. | want you to be happy.” 

"Thank you. You're one in a million. How's Al? How did you get home?" 

"She's uh, not too good. Hungover and upset. l'm still with her. She needed a shoulder. She's in the shower now." 
"Ah. That was really nice of you to stay. Is there anything you think | should do?" 

"Take care of him, Dave. And be absolutely sure this is what you want." 

| never wanted anything more in my life. I'll do whatever | need to do to make this easier for all involved." 
‘I'm happy to hear that. Al's out of the shower. Let me go. Take care of yourself.” 

"Thank you, Luce." He put the phone down on the counter and listened for any sign of life upstairs. None. 
Dave picked up his mug and shuffled into his office and turned on his laptop. He tried to read some email and 
the news but his mind kept wandering back to Taylor upstairs. In his bed. Naked. Sleeping like an angel. Dave 
sighed and closed the computer. He rubbed his face with his hands. Random images of Taylor replayed in his 
mind. Taylor surprised in the shower in New York, disappointed at the breakfast table, fighting Dave off in his 
backyard, slumped over his piano, dirty and disheveled. Dave shook his head. Stop that, Grohl. What about the 


good memories? Of which there were thousands. Most recently, holding a broken and weary Taylor against him, 


picking the man up in his arms, watching him bear his soul to Dave, watching him bear his ass to Dave, letting 


Dave wrap his arms around him, coming home with him, bringing him to orgasm. A smile spread across the 


singer's lips at that last one. 
He wandered the house, looking for a distraction and finding none. He ended up standing in the hall outside the 
bedroom door. He couldn't decide whether to go in or not. He didn't want to wake Taylor but he wanted to see 


the man, watch him. He slid down the wall opposite the door to sit and wait. 


Eleven o'clock came and went. Noon arrived, no sign of movement inside. Dave made a sandwich and returned to 


his post. Around one o'clock, the doorknob turned and Dave looked up. 
Taylor stood in the doorway, naked, hair sticking out in every direction, surprised to see Dave waiting for him. 
"What are you doing, stalker?" 


"Just waiting for you. | know you weren't getting much sleep before so | didn't want to disturb you. Figured 


you could use the rest" 
"Thanks. You didn't have to sit here waiting though" 

"Didn't want you to escape." Dave grinned 

Taylor held his hand out for D to take. He pulled the dark haired sentry to his feet. Dave pulled Tay into a hug 
"Im so glad you're here. Last night was so fucking good" 

"Im glad too. And tm fucking starving. | don't think I've had anything to eat in two or three days. 

"Jesus, T. What the fuck were you doing to yourself?" 


"Can we forget it? Not my proudest moment, okay?" He wiggled out of Dave's embrace and turned back into 


the bedroom to find his clothes. 


Dave's fingers began to twist his mustache, a telling sign that the man was nervous about something. "But, 
Tay. | mean, how could you do that over me? I'm a fucking idiot. I'm not worth that." 


Taylor turned sharply. "Dave. | was out of my fucking mind. | lost you. My best friend, my everything. And I'd 


do it all over again because you are worth it.” 


Dave marveled at this admission. Nobody has ever felt that way about him. Of course nobody has, jackass. 


This is your one true love. "So are you." 


Taylor pulled his shirt over his head. Then he kissed his lover's lips. "I gotta go see Al and Shane. Can | take 


your car?" 


‘Course. Want me to go with you?" 

"Probably not a good idea" 

"Yeah, okay. |, uh, talked to Lucy. She did stay with Al last night. She said Al's hungover and upset. | don't know 
how she's gonna handle you going back there. Let me make you something to eat at least. Not eating in a 


couple days, what the fuck were you hoping to accomplish there? Like you needed to be any skinnier." 


"Okay, Dad. Come on with the lecturing. | have to go back there, D. I do love her and Shane. | have some making 
up to do with him." 


Dave wrapped an arm around the drummer's neck. "I'm not your Dad. | just care about you more than anybody 


else in the world So you have to take care of yourself now cause | won't lose you again. Understand?" 
"Understand." 


Dave stood at the window and watched Taylor drive away. ‘What if he doesn't come back” The thought ate 
away at Dave. ‘He has to, that's my car. At least there was that. What if he decides not to stay? 


‘Shit, this is gonna be so hard. She's gonna kill me: Those were Taylor's thoughts as he turned the car off in 
his driveway. Well, it used to be his driveway. 


Lucy opened the door. "Hey, Taylor. How are you?" 

"Hi, Lucy. Listen, | really appreciate you being here. How is she doing?" 
"She's hurt, Tay. She's probably gonna level you, frankly." 

"| deserve it. | gotta try, though." 

"Ill give you some privacy." Lucy stepped out onto the stoop. 

"Thank you. Does she know l'm here?" 

Lucy nodded. Taylor took a deep breath and entered the house. 

"Al?" He called, 

"Come in, Tay. In here." 


He found her sitting at the small table in the kitchen. "Hey." 


"How was your night?" 

"It was good." He stood in the doorway, fidgeting. 

"You can sit down. This is still your house, you know." 

‘Its yours, Al. Whatever you want, its yours." 

‘| want my husband back. Everything else is an insult 

Taylor sighed. He put his elbow on the table and raked fingers through his hair. "Look, | am so sorry for doing 
this to you but if | don't take this chance, I'll regret it for the rest of my life. | know it's difficult to 
understand and | know it's a shitty thing I'm doing to you. Hurting you is not my intention, whatsoever but | 
cannot stay married to you. Not when he's the one | can't live without 

"How long has this been going on?" 

"Going on?" 

"Did you ever cheat on me?" 

Taylor shook his head. "Never." 

"How long have you felt this way about him?" 

Taylor hesitated. 

"Taylor?" 

"For a very long time." 


"Then why the fuck did you marry me?" 


"I fell in love with you too, All | wanted you to be enough. | tried so hard to make you enough. And you were 


until | thought | was gonna lose him 
"| can't believe this. What about your son?" 

"| want him" 

"You want him?" She yelled at Taylor. "Sure didn't want him this past week. He's four years old, Taylor. He kept 


asking me why you never came out of that room! He asked me why | was punishing you by making you stay in 


your room" 


He swallowed hard, feeling his eyes fill up with Tears. 
"Please, Alison" He said quietly. 
"Please what? Make this easy on you? Hal" 


‘Its not easy for me. Not easy at alll What do you want from me? Apologies? I'll apologize to you a million 
times. Tears? Here, look, here are my tears. What else?" 


"| want my life back" 

"If giving up mine means you can have the life you want, I'm afraid | can't do that 

She nodded calmly. "HI hire a lawyer. | hope you and Dave will be happy. You should leave" 
"Come on, Al. Let's tak through this, please?" 

"| said you should leave, goddamn it" 

'Let me go see Shane, at least" 


She glared at him, about to open her mouth to tell him no but she reconsidered He is the boy's father after 
all. And even if he was a shitty father this past week, he'd always been great with Shane. 


"Why don't you go get him and take him for the weekend? Just tell my Mom you're bringing him home after 
our dinner date last night. I'll tell her when the time is right." 


"Thank you! Thank you so much, All" Taylor popped off the chair and leaned over Al and kissed her forehead. 
Al went up to Shane's room and packed a bag for Taylor to take. 
Taylor hugged Lucy on his way out. "You need a ride home?" 


"Nah, | don't mind staying. Al can bring me home later. We kind of bonded you know? The broken hearts in your 


wake, and all" She smiled warmly. 
Taylor cringed. "I'm sorry." 
"IFs okay. I'm gonna be just fine. | can sell this all to the Enquirer or something." 


Taylor shook his head and squeezed her hand. 
He took the car seat from his truck and put it in D's car. Then he called Dave. 


"Hey, um, can | bring the boy back with me? Al is letting me take him for the weekend” 
"Of course! Are you coming home now?" Dave asked eagerly. 


"Yeah, babe. l'm coming home." 


Chapter Eleven 


Lucy went back inside after Taylor drove off She found Al sitting on the bottom step of the staircase. 
"How ya doing?" She asked as she sat down next to her. 

"Been better" Al leaned her shoulder against Lucy. 

"That was a good thing you did, letting him have Shane" 


Al laughed under her breath. "It was selfish. | didn't want to have to deal with my mother and the thought of 
chasing around a toddler this weekend really didn't appeal to me either. Let him deal with that.” 


Lucy laughed. "Al, you're a genius. | love it!" 

"Yeah, let's get drunk again" 

| can do that. However, you have to take me home to pack a few things." 

"Okay, let's take Taylor's truck!" Alison announced, rubbing her hands together. 

"Oh, Al. Is that a good idea?" 

"Fuck it. He left it here." 

Al grabbed the spare key off its hook in the kitchen. "Hey, know any good, rocky trails we could try out?" 
Lucy shook her head. 

"We'll find our own" 


"Shit, Al. | don't think this is a good idea. Let's just trash a drum kit or something. Trashing a whole car could 
get us hurt" 


Alison's eyes lit up. "What did you just say?" 
"We could get hurt" 


"No, before that. You said we should trash all his kits." 


"No! One kit. Just one. Like an old one he never uses any more, preferably.” Shit. Lucy was cursing herself out. 


How could she plant that seed in Al's head? 


"Let's go to your house first. We'll stop for more wine on the way back." 

"Hey, you wanna just stay with me at my place?" Come on, say yes. | can't be responsible for broken drums. 
"No way. We've got work to do here when we get back" 

"Shit. Al, it's a bad idea." 

"Then you don't have to come back. I'll leave you at your house.” 

Lucy sighed. "Okay, but one kit. Deal?" 

"We'll see." 


Al hung the spare key to Tay's truck back on its peg. At least Lucy saved that. They took Al's car instead. 
Lucy took an extra long time packing a bag of clothes and toiletries. 


"Lucy, hurry the fuck up!" 

Lucy directed Al to a liquor store in her neighborhood where they bought several bottles of wine and rum. 
"He never wanted hard shit in the house. Well, he don't fucking live there anymore, does he?" 

It was dark out by the time they got back to the house. Lucy tried more distraction, pouring the wine. 

"| packed a suit, wanna swim?" 

"Nope, help me bring some drums down. | think they want to take a swim." 

"Aw Al, no!" 

"Yep. One kit, you said one kit" 


Lucy sighed. Al took the steps two at a time. 
In the studio upstairs, Al went right for a large, blue, sparkly kit. The kick drum's head said, ‘The Police: 


Lucy gasped. "Oh, no! Alison! No, you can't!" 
| sure can. Are you going to help or not?" 


| can't. It's Stewart Copeland's. This fucking thing belongs in the Hall of Fame, you can't destroy it!" 


"He shouldn't have destroyed us!" Alison screamed at Lucy. She turned and picked up a large tom. 
Shit! Lucy had to think fast. "Hey, let's get some of that rum." 

"Dammit Lucy, this is happening whether you like it or not" 

Alison started carrying the drum down the stairs. Lucy raced after her. 

"Al, please don't do this! Come on, let's take the truck out. We'll beat the shit out of it!" 

"Fuck off, Lucy!" 


They got to the sliding door and Al could put the drum down and open the door or force Lucy to open it for 


her. 
‘Luce, open the door 

"No! No way! 

"Open the goddamn door or get the fuck put of my house!" 


Lucy actually started to cry. "Please, Al. This is too important, not just to Taylor but to lots and lots of 
people." 


Al sighed and managed to hold the drum by its skinny metal leg in one hand and opened the door with the 
other. Lucy trailed right behind her toward the pool. This is your last chance, Lucy! 


Right as Alison reared back to toss the drum into the water, Lucy grabbed her by her shoulders and kissed 
Alison's mouth. Her hands slid gently up Alison's neck to her cheeks as she continued to kiss the gorgeously 
flushed blonde woman. 

When Lucy finally let her go, Al looked at her with wide, blazing eyes. "Why did you do that?" 


"I had to stop you!" 


Alison's shoulders slumped. "I had to do it. Everything was taken from me, | needed to feel like | took something 


from him" 
"How's that going to make anything better, hon?" 
"I'd feel better." 


"For a minute maybe." 


Alison sighed. "I'll put it back." 


"Good girl. Come on, let's get wasted" Lucy picked up the drum by the leg and put an arm around Alison's neck. 
"Luce?" 


"Yeah?" 


"That was a good kiss." 


Chapter Twelve 


Dave was in the driveway before Tay even cut the engine. He opened the backseat door and unbuckled the 


straps of the car seat. 
"Hey, little dude!" He greeted Shane as he lifted him to his shoulder. 
"Uncle DI 

"Are ready for the craziest weekend ever?" 

"Easy, babe. You're gonna freak him out" Taylor said with a chuckle. 
"Am | freaking you out, Shane?" 

The boy giggled as Dave tickled his belly. 


Tay carried Shane's things upstairs to one of the extra bedrooms. Dave followed, still carrying the boy, like a 


sack of potatoes under his arm now. 

"Hmm. A double bed. Shi-oot, this isn't going to work" 

"Sure it will. He'll be fine." 

"Bud, you wanna sleep in the big bed tonight?" 

"Yeah!" 

"Soo?" 

"He's four, D. Watch. Bud, you want tin foil and starfish for dinner?" 

"Yeah!" 

Taylor looked at Dave. 

"Point taken" 

The trio of men put swim trunks on and spent the afternoon in the pool. Dave sat on the edge, feet dangling in 
the water, watching Taylor play with his son. He was holding Shane under his stomach and spinning him around 


in the water while the boy held his arms outstretched, like an airplane. The two of them were giggling. Dave 
smiled when Tay glanced at him. And then Taylor did something that made Dave's heart jump into his throat. 


He mouthed the words, "Thank you." 

Dave slipped into the water and waded over to the Hawkins boys. He took Shane from Tay and sunk down into 
the water, setting Shane on his shoulders and then stood up again. The boy latched onto Dave's hair and 
laughed hysterically. Dave did his going down the stairs trick and sunk deeper and deeper into the water until it 
was up to his chin and tickling at Shane's knees. 

Dave grilled chicken for dinner and afterward, sat on the deck, drinking a beer while Taylor took Shane to bed. 
He worried he wouldn't be able to get him down in that spare room. The sun and water seemed to do the trick 
though and the little boy was out in no time. Tay laid there, running a light finger over the boy's hair, for 
quite some time, watching his eyelids flutter and twitch occasionally. He felt like the luckiest son of a bitch on 
the face of the earth. He had a beautiful little boy whom he adored, he took the biggest gamble of his life and, 
so far, it's paid off. 

Carefully and quietly, he lifted himself off the bed and crept out of the room, leaving the door open. If Shane 
woke up, he needed to be able to find his father. Tay joined Dave on the deck, taking the bottle of beer he was 
offered. 

"He out?" 

"Like a light. I'm kind of worried he'll freak if he wakes up and doesn't remember where he is." 

"We'll hear him. It'll be fine. And the more he stays here, the more he'll get used to it” 

‘| hope that's a lot." 

"So do |. You come alive when you have him." Dave said as he reached for Taylor's hand. 

"When | have you." 

Dave brought Taylor's hand to his lips, kissing each of his fingertips while he and Taylor locked eyes. 

He slipped his lips around Taylor's index finger, sucking it into his mouth. The sensation of Dave's warm, wet 
mouth pulling on his finger sent electric shock waves directly to Tay's groin He moaned softly as he watched 
the way Dave's lips moved. 

"Fuck, D" He croaked. "We can't. What if he wakes up?" 

"We'll be quick. | promise." 


Taylor groaned. "I can't. You'll have to wait until | take him back to Al" Taylor put his foot down, 


Dave shrugged. "I'll just torture you until then" 


"Doing a good job already." Tay admitted, 
"Good to know." 


A couple hours and a few beers later, the two men moved inside, heading to the bedroom. As they climbed the 
stairs, Dave slid a hand up the leg of Tay's shorts. Taylor slapped his hand away. 


“Stop it!" 


Dave gripped Taylor's ankle and caused him to trip on the stairs and as soon as he was down, Dave turned him 


onto his back and slid over top of him. 

"David!" He hissed in a loud whisper. "Don't make me say it again or l'm sleeping in the room with Shane." 
Dave gave him a pouty look. "But Taylor!" 

"Taylor said no!" 


He continued to fend Dave off as they got into bed. Dave pulled him against his chest and kissed his mouth 
long and deep. 


"Damn you, Dave. Stop it!" Taylor groaned. 

"Ill stop when you put out" Dave teased. 

| told you! Wait until Sunday." 

"| can't" 

‘Try! 

Dave pushed his face into Taylor's hair. "Fine!" 

"Good. | love you." 

"Yeah, yeah, yeah." Dave muttered. 

The bed was empty when Dave was stirred awake. He rolled over to the spot where Tay should have been. It 
was cold to the touch. He rubbed sleep from his eyes and stood up. Padding softly down the hall to the guest 


room, he ducked his head into the doorway. Dave's blonde headed love was curled up in bed with his son 


snuggled against his chest. 


Dave snuck back to his bedroom and dug his phone from his shorts pocket. He snapped a picture of Tay and 
Shane sleeping. Tay stirred slightly and Dave flicked the light off and scampered back to his bed. 


In the morning, the aroma of coffee tickled Dave's nose until he awoke. He inhaled deeply and smiled. In the 
kitchen, his boys were sitting at the island, sharing a bowl of honey nut Cheerios. 


"Good morning!" Dave ruffled Shane's hair and kissed his cheek, causing the boy to wiggle in delight. Then he 
ruffled Taylor's bed head and kissed him as well. 


‘If this isn't the best thing to wake up to, | don't know what is." 

"Coffee. And it's waiting for you." Tay nodded toward to machine on the counter. 
"Thank you. So, Shane. What would you like to do today?" 

"Dolphins!" The boy squealed 

Dave threw Tay a quizzical look Tay shrugged. 

"What about dolphins, bud?" 

"Swim with dolphins, Daddy." Shane said with all the sass a four year old could muster. 
"Ah. And where do you suggest we swim with dolphins? There aren't any dolphins here in Uncle Dave's pool." 
"Daddy! | know! They're in the OCEAN!" 

Dave glanced at time on the microwave. It was 815. "If we left now..” 

"San Diego?" 


"Road trip!" 


Chapter Thirteen 


"Now, buddy. We're going to see dolphins but it's a long drive, okay? Like, really long. You gonna be a good boy?" 
Tay squatted down to look Shane in the eyes. He held the boy's shoulders. 


ear 
Taylor held out his little finger. *Pinky swear: 

The little boy giggled and held his own finger against his father's. 

"Atta boy" And father lifted son into the car seat in the back of Dave's car. 


"I gotta go get my truck and shit tomorrow, when | bring him back, | guess." He said to Dave as they passed 
each other at the back of the car. 


Dave was loading bags of extra clothes and towels in the trunk. He pulled the blonde into his arms and kissed 


him quickly. 

"Thank you for including me today." 

Its your car. | kinda had to." 

"Daddy, Uncle Dave, let's go!" 

Dave and Tay laughed. 

It was still fairly early, traffic wasn't so bad. They made it to Sea World by eleven o'clock 
The three of them stood at the edge of a large pool, watching the dolphins swim by. 
"Daddy?" Shane tugged on the leg of Taylor's shorts. 

"What, bud?" 

And Shane said something so quiet, Taylor couldn't understand him. He picked the boy up in his arms. 
"What did you say?" 

"This isn't the ocean. Dolphins live in the ocean" 


“These are pet dolphins, bud. These dolphins know how to swim with people without being scared. Dolphins in the 


ocean don't know people, they would be scared of us." 

"Oh, okay," 

Dave grinned and gave Tay a thumbs up. 

Taylor held Shane against his shoulder as he and Dave tread water in the deep pool. The trainers had the two 
dolphins swim by the men very closely so that Shane could pet them. Then one of the dolphins kissed the 
three on the cheek. 

After they changed into dry clothes, Dave bought the digital pictures of them in the water that the park 
provided, knowing Tay would want them to remember the day out. 

He handed the disc to Taylor and picked up Shane, putting the boy on his shoulders. 

"Pictures of us in the pool." He explained. 

Taylor smiled. "Thank you." He stuffed the disc in his backpack 

They explored the rest of the park Shane was a fan of the killer whales and sea lions. It was a long day and 
Shane was passed out against Dave's shoulder when they finally got back in the car around seven. As Dave 
drove the car down the freeway, Taylor slid a hand into his. 

"This was one of the best days of my life. l'm so happy we did this." 

"Me too." Dave smiled and brought Tay's hand to his lips. "I really love that kid of yours." 

"I think he's kind of fond of you, too. Crazy Uncle Dave." 

I'm crazy about you." 

"Likewise." Taylor smiled. 

The drummer collapsed onto the bed after putting Shane down. "I'm whipped" He sighed. 

"Did he even wake up when you took him out of the car?" 

"Nope, but he probably will later.” 

“Tay? I've been thinking about something and you're gonna laugh at me but I'll tell you anyway." 


"What? | like laughing at you." 


"Um, when | used to think about being with you, | only used to think about um, your body and touching your 


body and kissing you and fucking. And | called that loving you. But its so much more than that now. | think 
about you, the things that you think, that you feel, that you say. | think about that kid. And now | know that's 
what love is." 

Taylor did laugh. He laughed softly and shook his head at his brown haired lover. "You're a piece of work, Grohl. 
That's not who you are and | don't believe that's merely all you thought about me. If it was, | certainly 
wouldn't have fallen in love with you. You're much more than that. | know it, why don't you?" 

"| love you. Come here." And Dave pulled Tay into his arms and kissed his mouth. 

Dave awoke with a start, he felt a tiny hand smacking his cheek. "What?" 

"Uncle Dave?" Shane was standing on his side of the bed. Why didn't he go to Tay? Dave wondered, 

"Hey, buddy. What's wrong?" 


| gotta go to the bathroom!" And Shane as wiggling and dancing. 


"Oh! Okay, come on" Dave jumped out of bed and took Shane's hand. He led him into the master bath and helped 
the boy. 


"You wanna sleep in here with your Daddy and me?" Dave asked the boy after he helped him wash his hands. 


"Yeah!" And he climbed into the bed and snuggled against Taylor's side. "Uncle Dave?" 
"Yeah, kid?" 


"When are me and Daddy going home?" 


Fuck, Dave thought. How do | answer this? He decided on a half truth. "You're going home tomorrow. Miss your 
Mommy?" 


"Yeah." 

"You'll see her tomorrow. Go back to sleep, okay?" 
After a few moments: "Uncle Dave?" 

"Yes, Shane?" 

"| like it here too. You're funny." 


"| like it when you're here too. Now, go back to sleep before Daddy wakes up." 


Dave was scrambling eggs and frying bacon. Shane was helping by buttering the toast. He was actually 
buttering the counter top but he got close to the toast a couple times. Taylor shuffled into the kitchen a bit 
later, wearing yesterday's shorts and nothing else. Dave's breath caught his throat and the spatula he was 
holding clattered against the stove top. He turned a gorgeous shade of crimson as he picked it up again . He 
served Shane and Tay as they sat at the island 

"Bud, we gotta get you home in a little while. You gotta clean up your stuff in Uncle Dave's spare room.’ 
"When can we come again?" 

Dave gave the man a pointed glance. Tay looked at him before he addressed Shane. 

‘Shane, | um, | am going to live here all the time now. Me and Mommy aren't going to be married anymore." 
"Why?" 


Taylor inhaled deeply and rubbed a hand over his face. "Well, because | um," He looked at Dave. 


"| need him, Shane. | need your Daddy here with me. | um, | would be lost without him so he agreed to live with 
me so that | wouldn't be lost anymore. Do you understand?" 


"Will Mommy be lost now cause you aren't there?" 
"No, she won't be lost. She's smarter than Uncle Dave. She doesn't get lost" 


"Oh. What about me? Will | get lost? | don't want to get lost, Daddy!" And his lip began to quiver. 


"No, buddy! You won't get lost. Cause you still have both me and Mommy to help you. And Uncle D. He can help 


too." 


"Can | come here all the time to see you?" 


"Absolutely. I'll want you to come all the time." 
"So will |" Dave added. 


And it wasn't until Dave pulled the car out of the driveway that Shane began to cry. 


Chapter Fourteen 


Author's Notes: 
As you may have guessed, there is more than one pairing in this story. While most of the focus is on D and 
T, we will check in with the others from time to time. 


And, as you know, if it hasn\'t been said before, this is complete and utter fiction 


Lucy poured another rum and Diet Coke and handed it to Al. The girls were stretched out on the couch, 
watching TV and sharing stories and getting drunk 


"You should have seen Taylor when | went into labor. He was so freaked out. It was like three in the morning 
and | woke him up and told him my water broke. He shot out of bed, grabbed his keys and started hurrying 
me out the door and I'm laughing hysterically and having contractions. He's like ‘why are you laughing so hard, 
doesn't it hurt? | said, ‘I'm laughing at you. Put some fucking clothes on. Nobody at the hospital wants to see 
your scrawny, bare ass" 

Lucy laughed. "He forgot he was naked?" 

Alison nodded, still laughing. 

“Should have let him drive you all the way there then told him" 

Al laughed and smiled at Lucy. "Lucy, l'm so happy to have you. Thank you." 

‘I'm happy to have you. I'm enjoying being here." 

Alison leaned against Lucy's side. She gently put her hand on Lucy's knee. 


"Ale" Lucy's voice shook. 


"Shh." Al pulled a blanket from the top of the sofa and threw it over them. She snuggled deeper into Lucy. "It's 


okay. | just want to be close to you. We don't have to kiss again Unless you want to." 
"Couple more drinks and we'll see." Lucy whispered into Al's ear. 


"Now you're teasing me." 


"A little." 


Lucy was jarred awake by the TV. She was settled deep into the sofa with Alison curled up by her side, using 
her thigh as a pillow. 


"Al, wake up. Let's go to bed" 

They headed up the staircase and Lucy said, "I changed the sheets on your bed. You want to try that tonight?" 
"Yeah. Let's go in there. It's a lot more comfortable." 

"Let's?" 

"Yes. You, too." 

Alison stripped her clothes off and slid into the bed in simply her panties. Lucy swallowed and took off only her 
ripped, denim shorts, leaving her Metallica t-shirt on. As soon as she laid down on what she assumed used to 
be Taylor's side of the bed, Al snuggled up against her. 

"You're shaking, Luce." 

"You're naked, All" 

"Are you uncomfortable?" 

"A little." 

"Why?" 

"Because you're stunning and | kissed you. And | liked it.” 

"So do it again if you want. You know l'm wasted, | ain't gonna stop you." 

"| can't do it like that though. If you want it, that's one thing but just because you're wasted isn't a reason" 
Alison laughed softly. "Remind me not to drink so much tomorrow night." 

Lucy groaned. "Dear God" 

On Sunday morning, Lucy awoke in Taylor's spot again. She mentally smacked herself. Not his spot anymore. 
Hers. She looked at the beautiful woman beside her, sleeping blissfully. Flashes of the previous night returned 
to her. They shared only one bottle of wine and several needy glances before climbing the stairs slowly, 


stealing kisses, shedding clothing. 


"| don't know what l'm doing. | never.." Lucy admitted. 


"Me neither. But we'll have fun figuring it out." 

And figure it out, they did. Several times. Lucy's lips were swollen and her thighs and back ached. She pushed 
Al's hair off her face and kissed her cheek and then ran a hand softly down the silky skin on her back. Alison 
stirred slowly. 


"Good morning, beautiful" Lucy smiled. 


"Mmm, good morning." Alison scooted toward Lucy and draped herself over the lap of the raven-haired woman 


"You okay about last night?" 
“Absolutely. You?" 


"Yeah. It was wonderful. Felt good to just let loose on you." Al said and kissed Lucy's stomach. "Shane is coming 


back today" 

"Should | leave?" 

"Only if you want to. Will it be weird to see Tay now?" 
'Not at all’ 

"Then stay and meet the boy. He's a great kid" 

"| bet he is" 

Alison sat up with a panicked look on her face. "Fuck! 
"What?" 


"They're here. | hear a car in the drive. Get dressed!" Alison leapt out of the bed and started picking up 
clothes and throwing them on, not even bothering to see if they were hers. 


"Al, give me my shirt 

Just as Al hit the landing of the staircase, Taylor and Shane came through the door, followed by Dave. Al 
gasped when she saw Lucy's neon pink thong on the floor right beside her foot. She edged her foot over it and 
tried to bunch it up in a ball. 


"Mommy!" Shane launched himself into her arms. 


"Hey, bud. How was your weekend?" 


"It was great! We swam with dolphins!" 
"You did?" Al glanced at Tay. 

"Sea World" 

"Ah" 

Lucy descended the stairs then and froze when she saw Dave. "Dave! 
"Lucy?" 


Dave and Tay went to work, packing his stuff. They loaded most of his clothes into Dave's sedan and a couple 
guitars and kits into Tay's truck. Lucy, Al, and Shane generally stayed in the back yard. 


Taylor went to say goodbye and Shane began to cry again 

"Don't cry, bud. I'm gonna see you again real soon. Remember what we talked about in the car. We decided that 
Mommy does need your help. She does get lost sometimes and you gotta help her. We both have jobs and they 
make us have be apart but that doesn't mean | won't be thinking about you. And you call anytime you want, 
okay?" Taylor held the boy tightly against his chest. He quickly wiped both eyes before releasing Shane. 

"Jobs?" Al asked quietly as the boy latched on to her again. 

"Yeah. | gotta keep D from getting lost. Remember he asked me to?" 


Al caught on"Ah, right" 


“All right, bud. Call me. I'm gonna call you if i don't hear from you. Be a good boy." He looked at Al. "Next 
weekend? And I'll take more of my stuff when | bring him back again." 


She nodded 
"Thanks. Good to see you, Luce” 
"So, Lucy's still hanging out with her. That's cool that they're friends" Dave said later, over dinner. 
"Oh, they're more than friends" 


Dave dropped his fork and stared at Tay. 


"How do you know?" 


| know my wife. She had this guilty look on her face. Trust me." 


Chapter Fifteen 


Author's Notes: 
Warning: Rated R things are going down here. Pun intended. 


Dave was just finishing cleaning up the kitchen when he heard a crash and some swearing upstairs. 
"You okay?" He called. 

"Fuck! Shit! Goddamn it!" 

When he went upstairs, he found Taylor on his butt on the floor in one of the spare bedrooms. 
"What are you doing?" 

"| was trying to stack these in the corner, that way they'd take up less room. | fell” 

Dave offered him a hand to pull him up. "You okay? Anything broken? Should | check?" 

He pulled Taylor into a hug and started running his hands all over his skinny body. 

"D, come on" Taylor objected, squirming beneath Dave's touch. 


"l'm just making sure you're okay. | wouldn't want you to have any broken bones." And with the word ‘bones' 
Dave's hand slid into Tay's shorts and gently cupped him. 


"DI" 
"You told me to wait until Sunday. Well, it's Sunday. And motherfucker, it's onl" Dave's smile was enormous. 
"Its on, huh?" 

"It is on" 

Taylor lowered his gaze for a split second before he attacked Dave. He gathered two handfuls of soft, brown 


hair, yanking Dave's face to his where lips crashed together, teeth grazed teeth, tongues plunged deep inside 
mouths, tickling and wrestling. He pushed Dave against the door that was open against the interior wall. 


"Ah!" Dave gasped, the door handle sticking him in the back. "Shit, baby." 


"You said it was on" Taylor mumbled against Dave's neck before he took a bite. 
"This is how you want it, huh?" 

"This is how | need it" 

Dave groaned. "Fuck me, Taylor.” 

"No, Dave. Fuck me." 


And with that, Dave shoved the blonde out the door, into the hall, where he pushed him against the wall so 
hard, one of the framed photos of Dave and his mother crashed to the floor. 


"Sorry, Mom." Dave chuckled before he seized Taylor in his mouth again. He slid his hands down Tay's ribs and 
around his hips, onto his ass. He lifted up and Tay wrapped his legs around the hips of his lover. Groins 
pressed together, Dave began rocking back and forth. With Tay's arms wrapped around his neck, Dave carried 


him into his bedroom and laid him down on the bed. He hovered over him for a moment and smiled. 
"This is the part when | told you | loved you last time and you just told me to fuck you." 

"Say it again, then. See what happens this time." 

"| love you." 

"Just fuck me." Taylor returned with a smirk. 


Dave's smile cracked for a split second. He didn't want Tay to say that, even if he was kidding. He wanted to 
hear him say that he loved him. 


Taylor's sense of perception was beginning to astonish Dave for the blonde reached up and gently held his face, 
stroking his bottom lip with his thumb. "Of course | love you too. Always, remember?" 


"Good. Resume." Dave said with a laugh before he lowered his body on top of Taylor, who spread his legs so 
that Dave fit nicely between them. Hands running through blonde hair, Dave thrust his pelvis against Taylor's 
slowly. Tay lifted his hips off the bed to increase the friction between the two still fully clothed men. 


Tay pushed his hands under Dave's shirt, sliding up the warm, goosebumped skin on his lover's back. He kept 
sliding up, taking the shirt up also, until it was bunched up at Dave's shoulders. He paused for a moment to pull 
it over his head and off. Dave immediately went to work pulling Taylor's t-shirt up and the drummer shrugged 
out of it and then pulled Dave back against his chest. His long, lithe fingers slipped beneath the waistband of 
Dave's cargo shorts, pressing into the fleshy part of his ass, pulling him tighter against Taylor's groin Both 


men let out a frustrated grunt. 


Dave suddenly hopped up, off the bed and urgently pushed his shorts and underwear down his legs and kicked 
them off. He quickly side-stepped the bed to retrieve something from the drawer of his bedside table. Then he 
gripped the legs of Taylor's shorts and yanked them straight down the narrow hips and thin legs. Taylor 
propped himself up on his elbows and watched as Dave grinned at him. Sinking to his knees on the floor at the 
foot of the bed, he hooked a hand behind each of Taylor's knees and pulled him down the bed until his ass was 
hanging precariously on the edge. Dave's tongue poked out, between his lips as he ran his hands up Taylor's 
thighs. And without further hesitation, he took his lover in his mouth. He ran his tongue around the tip, making 
it wet. Taylor continued watching as Dave's head bobbed up and down, sucking him with long, quick strokes. 
"Jesus Christ." he groaned as his hips rolled involuntarily. 

"Yes? It's good?" Dave asked, flicking his eyes up toward Tay's face. He paused for a moment, letting Taylor's 
cock slide out of his mouth. He took up stroking it with his hand while he picked up the small bottle of lube 
that he acquired from the drawer. Taylor's eyes grew wide with panic when he realized his lover's intentions. 


Dave pressed his wet fingers against Tay's entrance and asked, "This okay?" 


Taylor was panting at this point, nervous and excited. He nodded his head so slightly, Dave wasn't sure he was 
saying yes. 


"Yog?" 
"Yes." Taylor choked out. 

"If you aren't ready, we don't have to." 

"Do it, goddamn you!" 

Dave laughed softly as he pushed slowly inside of him. Taylor raised his ass off the bed and squirmed as he 
grunted. He let his elbows slide out from beneath him and flopped back on the bed. Dave continued working his 
fingers in until they were deep inside of Taylor and then began sliding them in and out. 

"Shit, D!" 

"Should | stop?" 

"No fucking way." 

"Should | maybe..2" 


"Yes, God yes! 


"Damn, T" Dave groaned as he stood up and pushed Taylor's thighs farther apart. He pushed knobby knees 


toward the drummer's chest and settled himself at his entrance. Dave carefully spread the lube all over 


himself before he pushed in very slowly, one hand holding his cock, the other laid softly against Taylor's ass. 
"Okay?" He asked quietly. 
"Yes, keep going." The drummer grunted with eyes clenched shit and teeth gritted. 


He pushed in more, his eyes fluttered closed over how amazing it felt. A little further and Taylor pressed a 
palm flat against Dave's stomach. 


"No more?" 

"Slow, slow. Keep going." He muttered. 

"tim not going to if it hurts." 

"It doesn't hurt. Keep going." 

Dave tilted his head to one side as he watched Tay's face change. The contorted look of pain slowly disappeared 
as Dave pushed a bit more and then pulled back slowly. He built up to a reasonable rhythm as both men 
rocked together, grunts and groans spilling consistently from both mouths. Dave's hand slid around Taylor's 
cock and pumped him in the same moderate rhythm. 

"Fuck, D. | can't." Taylor groaned as his head thrashed from side to side and his hips bucked off the bed. Dave 
squeezed his fingers around the tip of his dick as Taylor came. He smirked as he copied what Tay had done the 
other night. He dipped his fingers into his mouth, cleaning off Taylor's cum. Taylor watched him and grinned. 
The dark haired man increased his rhythm and thrust a little harder and deeper into his lover, the knot in his 
groin pulling tighter and tighter. Just before he climaxed, he slid out of Taylor and started to stroke himself 
with his hand. 

"Fuck, fuck, fuck! Taylor!" A loud cry filled the room as Dave spilled onto Tay's stomach. 


Taylor's legs fell limp as Dave lowered himself against his chest. The blonde haired lover swept a hand through 
Dave's hair and danced fingertips lightly down his back. 


"Dave, that was amazing." He cooed into his ear. 
"You're amazing. Do you know how good that felt?" 
"Yes. The evidence is on my stomach." 


"Mmm... yes it is." 


"Yes it is." Taylor repeated with a laugh. 


After they showered together and climbed under the covers, Taylor pulled Dave against him. "You're pretty 


awesome, Dave Grohl." 

lam pretty awesome, ain't |?" 

"And a cocky son of a bitch." 

"Hey, what can | say? | just fucked my drummer." 
"And he liked it" 


"And he liked it!” Dave laughed and kissed Taylor's chest. 


Chapter Sixteen 


"What the hell did he call us all down here for and then not show up?" Chris complained. 
"He'll be here. Relax." Nate assured him, giving his friend a tight squeeze of his shoulder. 
Dave called everybody down to the studio for a meeting, saying there were things to discuss. 


Pat, Rami and John Paul Jones filed in one by one and waited also. After several minutes, Dave and Taylor 


fi nally arrived. 


Taylor was in a suit and tie. He was midway through pulling the jacket off when they walked through the door. 
Soon he was yanking the tie off and unbuttoning his shirt. 


"Hey, everybody! Sorry we're late. We," And Dave paused to look at Taylor. Taylor smiled and gave him a nod 


as he started pulling his pants off. "just came from Taylor's divorce proceedings." 

"Dude! We had no ideal You okay? What happened?" 

"I'm good. Thanks, guys. It came on pretty suddenly but it's for the best" 

"There's more." Dave interrupted. "Tay lives with me now and we're, like, together. And | signed us up to play 
Coachella this year and we're going to do a couple Zeppelin covers. That's why | asked Jonesy to join us today. 
Band practice for the next two weeks, be here at Il:00. Any questions?" 

There was a moment of awkward silence before Nate raised his hand. "I have a question” 

Dave pointed at him. "Yes, the nerdy one in the back" 

"How's the sex?" 

"Well, I'm not gonna lie. It could be better. 

Taylor threw a shoe at Dave. 

| have a question" Jonesy said, not raising his hand. 

"Shoot." 


"Which songs were you thinking about?" 


"Tay's gonna play and sing Trampled Under Foot." 


"lam? Fuck, D. | don't think | can" 

"You can and you will" Dave said firmly. "You'll be great." 

"What else?" 

"| don't know, | thought I'd let you guys pick something. Whatever you pick, T's singing that too." 

"Well, if | have to sing it, don't | get to choose it?" 

‘| suppose." 

"Then l'm fulfilling a childhood dream, l'm doing Dyer Mak'er" 

The rest of the band and JP looked at each other. JP finally shrugged and said, "Let's get started" 

They decided to work on Trampled Under Foot first since it was less familiar to everyone than D'yer Mak'er. 
Taylor was shitting bricks having to drum and sing. Why did Dave do this to him? He was going to throw up 


and this was only in the studio. 


Dave queued the song up on the board and played it back and everybody started to work their parts out. Nate 
was shitting bricks too. He had to play bass alongside of John Paul Jones. The man was a fucking legend. 


Halfway through the first run, Taylor missed a snare and lost his place. "Shit! Sorry, guys. JP, | gotta ask. 
What the fuck is this song about?" 


"Dumbass, it's about fucking." Chris said with a laugh. 

"Is it? But all the lyrics are about cars." 

"Its a good thing you're cute, babe." Dave said and patted Taylor's head. 
"It is about fucking. Chris is correct" JP said in that calm, English way. 
"Okay, cool. I'll make it sexy then" Taylor winked. 


By the end of the day, everybody was satisfied with their progress on Trampled. They agreed to meet again 
the following day at ll:00 and continue to work 


"Hey, sorry about the divorce. How's Shane doing?" Nate pulled Tay aside after they'd finished up and were 
hanging around, bullshitting. 


"Thanks, man. It kind of sucked but I'm happy so far that we took this leap. Shane's doing good. He doesn't really 
understand what's going on, he's just sad I'm not living at home with him. Alison's doing good. | totally blindsided 
her so | feel pretty shitty about that." 

"What about the girl, Lucy, that Dave was seeing?" 


"She and Al have actually become pretty close friends. They bonded" Taylor made a face over the word 
‘bonded: 


"Well, that's good. Next time you have Shane, we could get together and he and Noah can hang out, if you 


want." 
"Thanks. I'll let you know. | have him this weekend" 
"So you and Dave. Never saw that one coming." Nate shook his head and rolled his eyes. 


Taylor wrapped an arm around Nate's neck and pulled him close. "Shaddup!" And then ruffled the red hair. "And 
| saw that one coming last night" Taylor flicked his eyebrows. 


"Tay. Really?" Nate made a face and pulled out of the drummer's hold. 
"Homophobel" Taylor called after him as Nate walked away. 


It was after nine in the evening when everybody finally left. Dave locked the door and put his arm around 


Tay's shoulders. "Hungry, babe?" 

"Starving, actually." 

"Good, me too. Mr. Wong's?" 

‘Oh, hell yeah." 

Mr. Wong's was a tiny, greasy little Chinese take out place in Northridge that the boys had frequented for 
years. Mr. Wong made the best chicken in garlic sauce. Dave and Taylor tried once to order it and take it 
home, years ago, when they were hanging out one night. The smell of it in the car made Dave pull over in a 
parking lot and they ate it sitting in the car. From then on, they knew they had to sit at the disgusting, beat 
up, greasy-feeling, gum-covered booth to gain the full pleasure that was Mr. Wong's garlic chicken 

"Dude. This makes me hard" Taylor sighed as he shoveled another fork full into his mouth. 


Dave grinned and raised an eyebrow as he brought a bottle of beer to his lips. 


Taylor lifted his head when he realized what he had said. "Well, you know. You do too but right now this is 


doing it for me." 

"That's okay. We'll see later on" 

The wheels in Taylor's head began to spin. "What's it, about 25 minutes back to your place?" 
"Give or take. Why?" 

"No reason, just didn't remember.” 


Dave knew that was a lie but decided to let it go. He drained the remainder of the beer and watched Taylor 
finish eating. 


Once they were back in the car, Tay waited until Dave drove the car out onto the street. He unbuckled his 


seat belt and leaned across the console to Dave. He reached down and unbuckled his seat belt as well. 
"What do you think you're doing?" 


"Nothing." He mumbled as he slid his hand into Dave's pants. He kissed the scruffy, bearded jawline of the 


singer as fingertips reached their target. 


Dave swallowed and gripped the steering wheel tighter. Taylor dipped his head beneath Dave's rigid arm and, 
with both hands, unbuckled Dave's belt and unzipped his fly. 


"Tay, oh Christ." Dave moaned. "Please don't make me wreck this car." 


"I shall do my best" Taylor told him as he freed Dave's cock from the confines of his pants. He stroked it in a 
hand as he teasingly pressed his lips against the head. 


Dave groaned and had to force himself to concentrate on the road before him when Taylor lowered his head 


to take him into his mouth. 

Tay's hand continued to pump up and down while he sucked on the head, swirling his tongue around it, making it 
wet. Little rivulets of spit slid down toward his hand. He slowly withdrew the hand in order to take Dave fully 
into his mouth, into the back of his throat. Dave lowered one hand onto the back of Taylor's head, 

"Shit, T." He moaned. 

"No good? Want me to stop?" 


"Don't you fucking dare!" 


Taylor snickered and resumed sucking Dave's cock He bobbed his head up and down, building in speed. He 


pressed his lips tightly around the shaft, touching the tip of this tongue to the head as his mouth slid up to 
the tip. 


He felt the car roll to a stop. 
"Red light?" He asked. 
"Yeah." 


Taylor was determined to finish him before the light turned green. He wrapped fingers around Dave again and 
pumped him hard and fast, keeping his lips and tongue around the head. 


Shit, T! Oh my God!" Dave groaned and pushed his hips upward. 


He continued stroking him hard and fast while he squeezed the tip of Dave's cock with his lips, flicking his 
tongue back and forth over it. 


"Tay, I'm almost there. Fuck mel!" Dave grunted. He thrust his hips in the air one last time and pushed Taylor's 
head down as he came into his lover's mouth. "Goddamn!" 


Taylor stayed where he was, teasing Dave now, enjoying the rippling aftershocks and frustrated grunts coming 


from his lover. 


Finally the light turned green and Dave stomped on the gas pedal a little too hard and Taylor was forced back 
against Dave's stomach. He laughed. "Easy, baby." 


Taylor stood, arms crossed, feet shuffling against the grass beneath them. He was sick to his stomach. Dave 
approached and put his arm around the blonde's shoulders. 


"Babe, it's gonna be great. You know the songs back and forth, stop worrying." 


"IFs just.. well. Al and Lucy are here." And he pointed toward the two women in the front row. 


Chapter Seventeen 


Dave smiled and waved the girls over. 
"Hey, what are you doing here?" 


I'm covering the event for the magazine. Al's my guest. We thought it'd freak you guys out. How are you?" 
She said, laughing. 


"Doing good. Glad you came. We're about to go on in like five minutes." 
Looking forward to it. Tay, how are you? You look pale." 

"He's nervous. But he's going to do great, as usual." 

‘Im gonna throw up." Taylor said quietly. 

Dave shook his head. "See you after? You know, unless it's weird." 


He followed Taylor around the stage just in time to see the blond lose his lunch into a trash can. "Dude, 


really?" 
But Dave pulled Taylor's hair away from his face and rubbed his back. 


"Ugh, that was fucking disgusting. What the hell?" The drummer grumbled as he wiped his mouth with the 
back of his hand. 


"Yeah, what the hell? Are you really that nervous?" 
"Kind of. Especially with Al here. Shit." 


"Oh, forget it. Babe, you'll be fine. No, you'll be fucking incredible. | know you will” And he pulled his lover into a 
hug. He didn't care who saw or what they had to say about it. He needed to make sure Taylor was okay. 


"Thanks, D. | appreciate it. | love you." He said quietly. 
"Love you too." And he kissed his forehead quickly. "Piece of gum?" 
Taylor smiled. 


They played five of their songs and then paused as Dave introduced the band. And as always, when he got to 


Taylor, the crowd went bananas. 


"Taylor Hawkins plays the drums, everybody. And Taylor is pretty nervous today, you guys. So nervous, in 
fact, that he," And Dave looked back at his little ball of nerves who shook his head at Dave. "fucking tossed his 
cookies backstage. Can you believe that shit?" 


There was a mix of cheering and groans from the crowd. 


"You're cheering? He was sick with nerves, trying to please you motherfuckers. You sick bastards, cheering a 


man throwing up." Dave teased and taunted. "Taylor, you better give these people what they want." 
| shall do my best" Taylor replied with a smile. "You know, we might need a hand though." 

"You think so?" 

"Well, it sure would be pretty fucking awesome if John Paul Jones was here, too." 


Jonesy took his cue and walked on stage. The roar from the crowd was deafening. He waved and stood alongside 


Nate. 

"You ready, my boy?" 

"Not really. 

"Youll be great. Let's go" He nodded at Dave. 


Rami started Trampled Under Foot and Taylor pushed his anxiety deep into the pit of his stomach and forced 
himself to concentrate on the song. He was so immersed in what he was doing, he never noticed Dave come 
around the back of the riser and stand beside him while he played his guitar part. During the break in vocals, 
Dave leaned down and kissed Taylor's cheek and then strutted down the riser and across the stage to Chris, 


who was shredding a guitar solo. 
After they finished the song, while the audience was going apeshit, Dave looked back at Tay and winked. 


"What did you think of that?" He yelled into the microphone. "And now, Taylor gets to fulfill a lifelong dream. 
Taylor, you still feel sick, buddy?" 


"No, sir. | can't wait to do this shit!" Then he looked at JP. "Not that the song is shit, just. you know, let's do 
this." 


Jonesy nodded and flipped Taylor off. 


And he launched into the first drum notes of Dyer Mak'er. And when he got to the first "I love you, Oh baby, 


| love you" he pointed a stick at Dave. 


When the song was over, Taylor said, "Ladies and gentlemen, Mister John Paul Jones. Thank you, sir, for 


indulging us, me especially. A dream come true." 
JP smiled and bowed. 


They did about ten more songs and after, Dave pulled Taylor aside. "Babe, you were so great. See? All that 


nervousness for nothing. You're so awesome.” Dave beamed at him, so obviously proud of him. 
Taylor blushed and looked down at his shoe. "Thanks." 
Dave hooked his index finger under Taylor's chin. "Quit acting like you're embarrassed or something. You're 


incredible and you know it” And he kissed the drummer's lips. What he would have given to press Taylor 
against a wall and pull his skinny legs up, around his waist. Later, he could do that at home later. 


"Thanks, D" 

They emerged from their dark corner and found Lucy and Al talking to Chris and Nate and Pat 
"There you guys are! Taylor, you were amazing! What a treat!" 

"Thanks, Luce 

"Yeah, hon. That was pretty awesome. Dave, were you kidding about him getting sick?" 

"No, he threw up in the trash can right after we talked to you" 

"You don't get sick like that before you play, what happened?" 


"Al, it was fucking Zeppelin with John Paul Jones right on the stage. Come on, give me a break. That's insane 


pressure.’ 

"But you nailed it" 

"Thanks." 

It was after two in the morning by the time Dave parked Tay's truck in the driveway. Coachella was only 
about 40 minutes from the house but Tay had passed out against the window almost as soon as Dave hit the 
freeway. 


He reached over and shook him by the shoulder. 


"Babe, wake up. We're home." 


Taylor started awake with a sharp inward gasp. 
"Hey, hey. You okay?" 


Taylor sighed. "Fuck. | was having a dream about Shane and those goddamn dolphins. They had all these sharp 
teeth and kept attacking him." 


Dave resisted the urge to laugh. "It's just a dream, hon. Come on, let's get a shower and you can go back to 


sleep." 


When Dave came out of the bathroom with just a towel wrapped around his hair, he was actually surprised to 


find Tay still awake. 
"Hey, | thought you'd be fast asleep again. What's up?" 
"Nothing. Come here, please." 


Dave pulled the towel off his head and carelessly dropped it on the floor before he climbed onto the bed and 
laid on his side, facing Tay. He propped his head up on an elbow. 


Taylor leaned toward Dave and put a hand on the back of his head, against his wet hair. He pushed his 
forehead against that of his lover. He remained that way, silent, for quite some time. Dave wasn't sure what 
to make of this. He could sense Taylor was suffering some kind of pain, heartache, anxiety, something. He 
pushed a lock of golden hair behind Tay's ear and ran his finger down the side of his face. 

"Babe, what's bothering you? Please tell me." 

‘lm afraid you won't understand” 

"tll certainly try" 

Taylor pulled his head back so he could look Dave in the eye. "| miss my family." 


"Oh. Because of the dream you had?" 


"Because of seeing Al today and then having that stupid dream. | have this weird feeling that I'm not doing my 
job as a father. And even with Al, | still feel like | should be protecting and providing for her." 


"That, | do understand. | felt the same way after my divorce. Like part of me still wanted to be there, holding 
her if she was sad, reaching the things on the top shelf in the pantry, putting band-aids on her if she cut her 
finger. | get that." 


"Yeah, exactly. | initially felt pretty disgusted with the way the support was handled but it doesn't matter. She 


can have it all for the kid, | don't care. He deserves it. But with her, | just. don't know." 

"| was waiting for this, babe. You haven't said a word about it all since it happened." 

"And | wouldn't have if | didn't see her today." 

Dave wrapped an arm around the man's back and gently rubbed it. "It's gonna get better, love. Look, | think it's 
perfectly natural for you to still want to protect and provide for her. But you'll slowly not feel that way 
anymore. | mean, | would still expect you to be there for her if something happened. And you have me to take 
care of. | would be lost without you, remember? And Al's not alone, she has Lucy." 


"But can Lucy take good care of her?" 


Dave laughed. "Lucy is..well, Lucy is like a man trapped in a beautiful woman's body. Trust me, she can take 
care of herself as well as Al." 


"Is that what you liked about her so much?" 

"Yeah, man. There is something super sexy about a tough woman like that. The day | met her at Nobu for 
lunch, she walked in wearing ripped jeans and a Motorhead t-shirt. | asked her if she was hungry. She said to 
me, "No, but a fucking drink would do me right" Taylor, | swear it was game over then. | needed that woman in 
my life. She handled me the way you do. Knocking me down a peg or two when | needed it, stroking my ego 
when | needed it." 


"Then why didn't you stay with her?" 


Dave smiled, knowing that would be Taylor's response. "Because she's not you. | didn't want a copy, | wanted the 


original." 
"Oh Dave. You flatterer." 
Dave leaned into Taylor and kissed him. "Get some sleep. Love you." 


‘Love you, too. Thanks, D." 


Chapter Eighteen 


The day after Coachella, Dave awoke around eight and quietly slipped out of the room, leaving Tay sound asleep. 
He was worried about his love again. He knew the timing was right. He never questioned that. Concentrating on 
Coachella and the challenge of singing and drumming the Zepp covers worked exactly the way he'd hoped. It 
forced Taylor to table his thoughts and feelings about the divorce. But now, now that there was down time, 
Dave had to be prepared for them to surface and help Tay through them. His worst fear was that Taylor 


would shut him out again and relapse into that dark, sad, lonely place. 


He decided to make coffee and breakfast and bring them to Taylor in bed. He knew they had to go down to 606 


later to unpack but after, Dave could take him out for dinner and then come back home and make love to him. 
He balanced a tray on one hand and opened the door with the other. Tay was curled up in a ball with Dave's 
pillow clutched to his chest. Dave's heart cracked in two at the sight. Maybe this was going to be more 
difficult than he'd anticipated. He set the tray at the foot of the bed and sat down on the edge. He slid his 
hand over Taylor's hip. 

"Hey, baby?" He said quietly, shaking the little blond ball gently. "T, wake up." 

Taylor groaned and stretched. He turned and slowly opened his eyes to look at Dave. "Hey." 

"Good morning. | brought you something to eat. You hungry?" 

"Morning" Taylor said with a small smile. "You're worried about me again" 

Dave smiled. Of course he would know. "Yeah, a little. | know you haven't dealt with shit. In fact, | made it so 
you didn't have time to think about it. | lined up the show, | gave you something to work on. | just... was 
afraid" Dave's finger's twisted his mustache as he looked away from Taylor. 

Taylor sat up and reached for the cup of coffee. "I know. | was really grateful for the distraction And | didn't 
mean to imply last night that | regretted my choice. | definitely don't. | want to be here with you. | just wish 
Shane could be here more. Every other weekend isn't enough for me. That's forty-eight days a year. That's 
shit" 


"So ask for more. There's no reason why you shouldn't." Dave said as he pushed food in front of Tay. 


"Babe, I'm not gonna go mad again. It's really great how concerned you are but I'm okay. And | didn't initially 


argue for more time because | felt like maybe you and | need more time together.’ 
"Us? We've been together for fifteen years." 


Taylor smiled "You never fail to surprise me. You're pretty great.” 


"Yeah, | know." Dave said with an exaggerated sigh. "Come on, eat. Then we gotta go unpack shit." He stood up 
and started toward the bathroom. 


Tay grabbed his hand. "Thank you. You really want me to ask Al for more time with Shane?" 

Dave gently put his free hand against Tay's cheek "I want you to do whatever makes you happy.” 

"You make me happy. Happier than | ever expected" 

"That's my job." And he bent and kissed the forehead of his love. 

After they left 606, Dave took Tay to his favorite restaurant for dinner. Over a beer, Tay smirked at him. 
"What?" 

"You must be either really worried about me or really horny." 

"Can't | be both?" Dave returned the smirk. 

"Indeed. You can" 

"Damn right." 

Taylor slid a long, thin hand across the table and just barely touched his fingertips against Dave's. The electric 
current the flowed between them from such a delicate touch was nearly overwhelming. Taylor could feel his 
heart beat speeding up. 

As they left the restaurant, Dave slid his hand into his lover's and intertwined their fingers. He wasn't sure 
how Tay felt about being seen in public, but he sure as hell didn't care. He felt such joy being the one this 
man chose. He had every intention of making that very clear to Taylor when they got home. He wasn't horny, 
he was excited about taking the opportunity to please his love. 

Once they arrived home, Tay began to climb the stairs into the house. 


"Hey, um, don't go up yet. Come here." 


Dave led him into his smaller, personal studio. He took off his jacket and then hit play on his laptop. The sound 
of Tay singing Dy'er Maker poured through the speakers. Dave smiled at Taylor. 


"This is my favorite moment ever of sharing a stage with you." 


"It's mine too." 


Dave took his love's face in his hands and drew him in for a kiss. It was soft and gentle at first, building in 
strength and intensity as their tongues tasted each other, licking their lips and teeth and finally mingling and 
wrestling together. Dave pulled Taylor's shirt over his head and lowered his mouth to the drummer's shoulder, 


laying a trail of wet kisses across his shoulder, onto his throat and then across the other shoulder. 
From the speakers, Taylor's voice singing ‘| love you, ohh baby, | love you: 


Dave grinned up at Tay. Taylor pulled Dave's shirt over his head and placed his hand over his heart. After 
Tay's D'yer Mak'er, Kashmir began 


"Oh, D" Tay grinned as he reached for the belt buckle at Dave's waist. 


With the relentless, building crescendo of Kashmir in the background, Taylor pressed Dave against the 
soundboard and pulled his jeans down to his ankles and then tugged those god forsaken shorts down. 


"Stop wearing these. They piss me off." He murmured in Dave's ear just before he sank to his knees in front 


of his only. 


Dave reached behind him with both hands and held onto the edge of the board as he looked down to see Taylor 
take him in his mouth. He let his eyes close and his head fall back as the intense feeling of Taylor's wet mouth 


on him mixed with the intense pounding of the song sent Dave reeling. 
"Fuck, T. Goddamn, that feels so good" 


When Kashmir was over, the next song was When The Levee Breaks. With the first drum beat, it took all the 
strength Dave could muster to reach down and pull Taylor to his feet. He moved away from the board and 
positioned Tay there, with his back to him. He slowly slipped his hands inside the waistband of his pants and slid 
them down, over his hips, down his ass and down his thighs. He kissed his way down Taylor's spine as he 
crouched to pull the pants off his lover's thin, muscly legs. When he stood again, he ran his hands up the sides 
of Taylor's thighs. He wrapped one arm around Taylor's chest and pressed his hard cock against the 
drummer's ass and began to rock to the slow, sexy beat of the song. Taylor groaned, letting his head fall 
forward and a hand slip back to caress Dave's thigh. Dave nuzzled his face against the nape of Tay's neck 


"Dave, please." Taylor muttered. 
"What, baby? What do you want?" 
"Fuck me." 


"Uh uh. No fucking tonight." Dave teased as he slid his free hand down Taylor's back and onto his ass. "Tonight, 


there's only love." 


"Then love me." 


"I do." He whispered into his lover's ear as he gently pushed his shoulders down and pulled his hips away from 
the board. Dave slipped two wet fingers inside Taylor and pressed his lips against the hollow of his back. After 
only a moment, the dark-haired man's head was spinning. He needed to be inside of his lover. He replaced his 


fingers with his cock and pushed into Taylor slowly and matched the rhythm of the song; slow and tantalizing. 


Taylor's low whimpers were in time with the song too. Dave wrapped an arm around Tay's stomach and 
pressed a hand flat against his back as he continued his slow, teasing thrusts. He was determined to get to the 
next song, and maybe the next and hell, all night if he possibly could. 


When Beast of Burden began to play, Dave withdrew from Taylor and settled himself on the beat up couch 


against the wall. 
"Come here." He said with a smile and summoned Taylor with a finger. 


Taylor all but jumped on Dave. He lowered himself onto Dave and wrapped his arms around the brunette's neck 


as he rode him in time with the beat of the song. 

“Tell me one thing." He asked Dave in between his moans of pleasure. 

"Yes?" 

"Did you plan this all out? The songs, | mean. ls this like your soundtrack to the evening?" 


"Hell yeah. Wait until you hear what's next." Dave said with a chuckle and pulled his lover closer and kissed his 


throat. 
Taylor rode him slowly, now he wanted to make it to the next song also, his curiosity piqued. 
And Dave surprised him when Van Halen's Poundcake began pumping from the speakers. 


Dave gripped his lover by the hips and, in one swift motion, rolled the blonde onto his back on the couch. He 
swiftly slid into Taylor. He groaned and held one of Taylor's ankles as he pumped into him hard and fast, 
matching the beat of the hard, gritty song. With his free hand, he stroked Taylor. He looked down at what he 
was doing, delighting in the way his hand looked wrapped around his lover's cock. Then his eyes traveled up 
Taylor's stomach and chest, to his neck and finally his beautiful face. They held each other's gaze as the drum 
beat from the song filled their ears. Dave's expression faltered as his orgasm was building and coming on fast. 
He withdrew and let Taylor's ankle fall around his hip as he held himself in one hand and his lover in the other 


and stroked both. 


After both men achieved release, Taylor was holding Dave against his chest, running soft fingers through his 


hair. 


"That was fucking crazy, you know that right?" 
"Crazy as in good or..?" 
Taylor giggled and pinched Dave's nipple. 


"Ow!" Dave cried and then got up and went to the computer. He skipped the next couple songs and got to the 
cuddling soundtrack. Wake Up by Coheed and Cambria. 


He turned and smiled at Tay, who had turned on his side and propped himself up on one elbow to watch Dave. 
Dave returned to the couch and stretched out next to his only love. 

‘Remember these guys?" 

"Course. That was a lot of fun" 


"Listen to this song. It's all yours." Dave whispered, setting his head against Taylor's arm. 


Chapter Nineteen 


"Why did he ask for orange?" Dave asked as he poured some paint into a pan 
"Beats the fuck outta me. Orange and green. Awesome." 
"It kinda looks like crap, dude." 


"| know. But this is what the little shit asked for." 


And Dave and Taylor were painting wide orange and green stripes on the walls of the room they designated as 
Shane's. 


"You should test him to see if he's color blind” 

"Dude, don't say that." Taylor flicked his brush at Dave, splashing green paint down his chest. 

"Well, he might be. It's no big deal” And Dave reached out and painted a wide, orange stripe down Taylor's back. 
"You're such a dick." But he was smiling. 

Dave grinned at him in return. "Come here. I'll fix it." 

"Right, l'm gonna fall for that.” 

"No, seriously. Come here. Look, I'll put the roller down" 

Taylor's eyes narrowed, trying to determine if Dave was trustworthy or not. Just in case, he kept his brush in 
his hand. He let Dave pull him into his arms. When Dave pulled Taylor's t-shirt over his head, Tay tried to 
wiggle out of his hold. 


"D, we have shit to do! Save it!" 


"Can't. You look sexy in orange." And with that, Dave held onto Taylor and dipped his entire hand in the pan of 


paint. He started laying large, orange hand prints all over Taylor's naked torso. 
"Fuck! David!" Taylor scolded him but was reaching for his t-shirt to pull off of him as well. 


Pretty soon, they were both naked, covered in paint, and panting. They laid in the middle of the room, on their 
backs. 


"Probably a good thing we put the plastic down but | think I'm stuck to it." Dave muttered as he tried to sit 


up. 
Taylor laughed out loud 

"| don't know why you're laughing, | bet you're stuck too." 

"Dude, you have a green hand print on your dick" 

"Look at your own dick, asshole” 

Taylor sat up and the sound of the plastic ripping from his back made Dave howl with laughter. 


"Ow, fuck. Oh, that means my ass is stuck to it too." He stood up slowly and then extended a hand to Dave. 
"Let's get a shower and maybe we can finish this later tonight. I'm hungry.’ 


Dave gave him his hand and said, "Go slo-" 
But Taylor yanked him up very quickly, plastic ripping away from the dried paint all over Dave's posterior. 
"Dick" 


The following evening, after Taylor made sure the bedroom was in order, he and Dave drove over to pick 
Shane up. 


It was the first time they went over to the house and Lucy was not there. 

"Where's Luce?" Dave asked. 

"She had to fly out to Vegas to cover a show. How are you guys?" 

"Good. We finished Shane's room. He's gonna love it." 

"Yeah. Hey Al. Um, this every other weekend thing? It's not enough. Can we work something out?" 
"What did you have in mind?" 

"| don't know, every day?" 


Al smiled. "There are some days | would take you up on that. I'll think of something. We'll talk about it when 
you bring him back on Sunday. Okay?" 


"Sounds good. Thanks." He kissed her cheek then ran up the stairs to find the boy. 


"Dude, wait until you see your room, you're gonna freak out!" Dave told the boy as he was turned in the 


passenger seat in Tay's truck to look at him in his car seat in the back. 

"Did you make it orange?" 

"You said orange? Oh, | thought you said orangutans. You wanted a lot of monkeys, didn't you?" 
"No!" The boy smacked his little hands against his forehead, giggling. 

"Tay, he said orangutans, didn't he?" 

"Yeah, that's what | heard." 

"No! | did not say ORANGUTANGS!" 

"Oh, what are we gonna do with all those monkeys, then?" 


"| don't know. Bud, are you sure you didn't say orangutans?" Taylor sat up straighter to look at Shane in the 


rear-view mirror. 

"Daddy!" 

Dave and Taylor glanced at each other, laughing. 

As soon as Shane was through the door, he ran as fast as his tiny legs would carry him up the staircase and 
to the room he had been using before it was converted to his own bedroom. He threw the door open and was 
visually assaulted with orange and green everywhere; the striped walls, the bedding on the smaller, twin sized 
bed, even the drawers in the low, white dresser were painted orange and green. There were round throw rugs 
on the hardwood floor in orange and green. 

"Where are the monkeys?" Shane asked, sounding sad. 


"We were teasing you, bud. There are no monkeys." Taylor said from behind him. 


"Not true. There's one monkey." Dave said as he affected his best monkey impression and picked Shane up and 


slung him over his shoulder. 
"This is true. Your Uncle Dave is a big monkey." Taylor smiled and slid a hand down Dave's ribcage. 


Dave was holding Shane over his shoulder by his ankles and making ridiculous monkey noises when he snuck a 


quick kiss from Taylor. 


Chris and Nate came by with their boys for a slumber party. Dave barbequed hot dogs and veggie dogs for 


dinner. The kids plus Taylor and Chris played in the pool. Dave and Nate sat at the table, drinking beer and 
watching the kids. 


"Im happy for you guys. It really seems to be working out, huh?" 
‘Naturally. Did you doubt us, Ned?" 

"Not really. It was just a matter of time. But fifteen years?" 
"Guess so. Maybe we needed fifteen years to figure it out” 
"Appears to be the case" 


‘lm not going to lament how long it took to get here. I'm gonna enjoy being here now. Get in the pool, Mendel, 
before | toss you in" Dave stood up and pulled his shirt off and kicked off his flip flops. 


Nate did the same and both men jumped in. 


When all five boys were passed out on the living room floor, along with Chris and Nate on the couch, Tay and 
Dave slowly climbed the stairs to their bedroom. 


"Hey." Tay said as they settled into bed Dave snuggled against his side, resting his head on Taylor's shoulder. 


"Yeah, babe?" 


| never thanked you for letting me and Shane move in here. Thank you. Without you, I'd be homeless." Taylor 
wrapped his arm around Dave's head and ran fingers through his dark hair. 


"Without you, Tay, I'D be homeless.” 

"Aw, D' 

Dave tilted his head up and Taylor bent down to meet him in a kiss. 

In the morning, Taylor descended the stairs in a pair of flannel pants and a record breaking case of bed head. 
He found Chris and Nate making a mess in the kitchen with five boys crowded around the island arguing over 
cereal boxes. 

"What's going on in here?" He asked loudly. 


"Just feeding the monsters and making coffee. Where's Dave?" 


"Still asleep. Where's my bratty kid?" 


"Dad!" Shane slid off the stool and ran toward Taylor and held his arms up. 
"Morning, buddy." He picked Shane up and kissed his cheek "How did you sleep?" 
"Okay. Noah kept snoring though: 

"| was not! 

"He gets it from his Daddy" Tay whispered and tickled Shane's belly. 


The kids played together outside all day. It was after five when Chris and Nate took their boys home. Shane 


was curled up on the couch, tucked under a blarket, fast asleep. 

‘Long day out in the sun again He's whipped" Dave commented 

"Yeah, let him go for maybe another half hour, then I'll wake him up so he sleeps through the night! 
“Hungry? 


"Yeah, kind of. Let me do it. l'm gonna make Taylor's famous macaroni and cheese." He said, pulling a box of 


Kraft from the pantry. 

"Seriously?" 

"Dude. You'll love it." 

"What makes it your famous mac and cheese?" 
"Secret ingredients" He said with a proud smile. 


Taylor's secret ingredients were fresh, grated parmesan cheese and ground black pepper. Dave woke Shane up 
and picked him up and carried him to the island. 


"Shane, level with me. You father's mac and cheese. Any good?" 
"Yes! Yay, Daddy!" 

Taylor gave his only a smug grin 

"We'll see. Have a seat here and you try it first. I'm scared to." 


"Uncle D, you gottal Its really good. Here." And the boy shakily thrust a fork full toward Dave's mouth. 


Dave found it was alarmingly delicious. But he gave Shane a hard time. "Oh, it's terrible! Ugh, gross!" 
Shane giggled. 


"Eat up, pumpkin head." Dave ruffled his hair. 
Taylor took Shane up to his room around 8:30 and tucked him in. 


"Daddy?" 
"Yeah, bud?" 
"Do you love Uncle D?" 


"Yeah bud, course | do." Taylor told him but was a little nervous about where this was going. "Do you love 


Uncle D?" 

"Yeah, he's crazy" 

"Yes, he is. Crazy about you. Just like me!" And Taylor poked the boy in his ribs. 
"Daddy?" 

"What, buddy?" 

"How come Uncle D doesn't have kids?" 

"Because he never met anybody as great as your Mommy to have kids with." 
"Too bad" Shane yawned 

"Yeah, pal. Too bad. Sleep well, | love you" 

Love you, too, Daddy." 

"Hey, here are my boys. Sleeping yet, kid?" Dave said from the doorway. 
"Almost. Not yet" Tay replied. 

Dave crossed the room and stood next to Tay. "Good night, Shane. 


"Night, Uncle D" 


Dave tickled the boy's neck 

"He asked me if | loved you" Taylor said as he opened a bottle of beer. 

They sat together on the couch. Dave flipping through the TV channels 

"What did you say?" 

"| said of course | loved you. And asked him if he loved you. He said yes, because you're crazy" 
"Why do you love me?" 


"Same." 


Chapter Twenty 


"Because l'm crazy, huh?" Dave asked as he took Taylor's hand in his. 
"Aren't you?" 

"Yes, but that's not why you love me 

"Then why do | love you?" 


Dave pulled Taylor into his lap and kissed him. "Because l'm smart" Another kiss. "I'm devilishly handsome." 
More kissing. "I'm funny as hell." 


"Funny looking." Taylor interrupted. 

Dave threw him a stern glance. "I'm, oh let's see, rich as fuck" 

"Yes, but it's Nirvana money so it doesn't really count." 

"Then it beats the fuck out of me. You just have poor taste in men, | guess." 
"It appears so. Tell me, why do you love me?" 

"You put out" Dave grinned and wrapped his arms around his lover, pulling him tightly against his chest. 
"Not tonight, | don't." 

"Please?" Dave tried his best sad puppy eyes. 

"Don't do that." 

"Is it working?" 

"Dave." Taylor groaned. 


‘Is working." Dave confirmed and nuzzled his face into Taylor's neck and kissed him behind his ear. A hand slid 
up to hold the opposite side of his face. 


Taylor tilted his head, allowing Dave full access to his neck. 


With one hand splayed against Taylor's cheek, Dave's other hand snuck up under his shirt and pressed flat 
against the small of his back. His mouth was kissing and licking and sucking on Tay's neck and ear and the 


underside of his chin 

Abruptly, Dave stopped and pulled back 

"What?" 

Dave swallowed the lump that had formed in his throat. "Nothing, really. l'm just being mushy." 

Taylor smiled. "Mushy? You?" 

"Shut up, | can do mushy." 

| don't buy it 

"You don't? | have to prove it, huh?" 

"Yep. You do." 

Dave sighed and tilted his head toward the ceiling. He shifted Taylor on his lap to wrap an arm around his back 


and rest one hand on his bare knee. "Remember that day in New York when | pulled you into that closet and 


you had tears in your eyes?" 

"Sadly, | do" 

"Where did you go when you walked out of there?" 

"Back to the hotel. | drank some beer in my room and passed out” 

'| stayed in that closet, balling my eyes out. | had my phone in my hand, almost dialed you like a hundred times. 
But you told me you needed to put space between us. And as much as | wanted to tell you | was a fucking 
idiot for what | said, | resigned myself to give you what you said you needed." 

"You sure picked a fucking great time to start listening to me" Taylor said with a smile. 

Dave laughed softly. "I'm sorry." 

Taylor gently squeezed the back of Dave's neck. "Oh, shut up. Ancient history. Let's just focus on the present." 
"Does that mean | don't have to listen to you anymore?" 


"No, you better listen to me." 


"Ooo, or what?" 


One corner of Taylor's mouth curled into a sneer. "Are you sure you want to find out?" 
Dave studied his lover's face for a moment. "Yes. Yes, | think | do." 

"Well, it won't be tonight" 

"Shit" Dave grumbled 


Taylor settled back on the couch with his legs across Dave's lap. He folded his arms under his head. After a 


few moments of comfortable silence, "Hey, babe?" 

"Uh huh?" 

"We're gay, huh?" 

eee 

"You okay with that?" 

"Tay, | don't fucking care. So the person | love is a dude, means nothing to me. How about you?" 
"| don't care either but because of Al and Shane, | feel like | have to be careful.” 

Dave nodded. "I can appreciate that" 


Taylor shifted onto his side to look at the TV. Dave gently ran his hands up and down his only's calves and 
feet. 


"What do you want to do tomorrow before we bring the kid back?" 
"Whatever you want." 
"Think he'd like Eagle Rock? Sunday afternoon is when they usually do the family, kid stuff." 


"So we're gonna be a happy family, then?" 
Taylor asked with a smirk. 


‘May as well go balls deep." 
Taylor laughed. 


Shane was enthralled with the music festival. He sat atop Dave's shoulders and had to look at everything 


around him. They walked through all the vendor tents and food tents. Dave bought Shane his first tiny pair of 
black Vans. They had corn dogs and cherry sno-cones for lunch. Shane's entire face was stained red by the 
time he was done. Taylor was trying to clean him up while Dave picked up the trash and threw it away. He felt 
eyes on him, camera lenses focused on him. He never minded that stuff. But when a kid with a reporter's 
badge around his neck approached, he bristled somewhat. But what did he expect? 

"Mr. Grohl, its a surprise to find you here on the family day of the festival. How are you?" 

‘lm good. How are you? Who do you work for?" 

‘Oh, my name's Jeremy White. | work for the LA Tribune. Just covering today's events. So glad to see you." 
"Glad to be seen" Dave smiled. He started back toward Tay and decided against it. The last thing he wanted was 
this kid following him back to Shane. "So uh, who's playing today? Motorhead? The Damned Things? Marilyn 
Manson?" He said with a grin. 

"I kind of hoped you were." 

"We didn't get an invite." 

"What are you doing here?" 

"Just hanging out with friends." 

"Ah, well. It was nice bumping into you. Can | take your picture for the article?" 


"Sure." 


But just as the kid was about to snap Dave's picture, Taylor approached with Shane holding his index finger. 
"Hey." 


Ard Taylor agreed to let the kid take a picture of the three of them together. 

"Come on, we have to go. Shane said this band from the Nickelodeon channel rocks. We have to go see them” 
"Shane knows music, huh?" Dave smiled and picked Shane up. 

"He thinks he does. 

They sat on a blanket in the grass and watched The Fresh Beats Band. Tay and Dave glanced at each other and 
Dave made a tortured face. Taylor smiled as he slid a hand across the blanket and touched the back of Dave's 


hand. He was surprised and a little giddy over how much he was enjoying being out with Shane and Dave as a 


family. IF there was nobody else around, he would love to have Shane in his lap and lean against Dave's chest, 


his arms around both of them. 
After five minutes in the truck, Shane was passed out in his seat. 
"Little man had a good time, I'd say." Dave commented. 


"D, | gotta tell you, | really, really love being a family with you. The way you are with him makes me so 
grateful." 


"Grateful for what?" 
"For making the three of us a family. It feels good." 


Dave's heart swelled. He smiled at Taylor and reached for his hand. "Does being a family mean | have to listen 


to more of The Fresh Beats Band?" 
"Probably." 


"Well. Deal's off then." 


Chapter Twenty-One 


"Daddy, why?" Shane wailed as he sat in Taylor's lap on the couch in his former home. He was breaking the 
news to his son that he'd be on the road for three and a half weeks. 


"Daddy and Uncle Dave have to go to South America for work Do you know where South America is, bud?" 
He shook his head 

"Want me to show you?" 

He shook his head again and buried his face in Taylor's shoulder, sobbing. Tay looked up at Al, helpless. 
"Come on, buddy. It's not for very long and I've gone away for work before” 

"But | like going to your house and seeing Uncle Dave and my new room 

Tay laughed softly. "You can come to the house as soon as we get home." 

"Promise?" 

"Yes, | promise. 

"Okay" 

"And me and Uncle Dave will call you." 

"Okay" 

"Now give me a hug. | love you, bud" 

"| love you too, Daddy. Tell Uncle Dave | love him too’ 

"| will. Be a good boy for Mommy while we're gone" 

"will 

"Pinky swear?" Taylor held out his little finger. 

Shane giggled and hooked his tiny finger around his father's. 


Taylor hugged and kissed Al and Lucy on his way out. "You two..?" He pointed at them with a questioning glance. 


Al shoved him out the door. 

"Im so sorry | couldn't go with you this afternoon" Dave told him when he got home. 

"Hts okay. He was okay, for the most part. He said to tell you he loves you" 

Dave felt his heart crack He stared at Taylor. "I should have been there" He muttered. "Fuck" 
"Hts okay, babe. You have shit to take care of It's a job, remember?" 

"Yeah but, damn. | love that kid’ 


Taylor was on his knees in the bedroom, pulling some shorts and t-shirts out of the dresser and tossing them 


into a suitcase. 

"You pack yet?" 

"Nah, | guess | should do that." 

"What time does the plane leave?" 

"When we get there.” 

Taylor gave Dave a blank stare. 

"Nine." 

"Kay, good. I'm gonna put this by the door. Are you hungry?" 

"Yeah but there's nothing here." 

"Let's go get a beer and a burger." 

"Rainbow?" 

"Syre" 

"Sweet. Let me just throw some shit into a suitcase. It'll take ten minutes." 
Down at the Rainbow Room, they walked in and Lemmy was sitting at the bar. 


"Lem!" Dave clapped the man on the back and immediately regretted it when the older man jumped and cursed 


at him. 

"Sorry, sorry. | didn't mean to scare you, man" 

"Jesus Christ, David. I'm an old, fucking man. What the fuck?!" 

"Sorry, come here, man" He pulled the man into a hug. "You remember Taylor, right?" 

"Course | do. Taylor, lovely to see you again" 

"You too, Lem. What're you doing, there?" 

"Playing poker. You want to play?" 

"No, thanks. We're hungry." 

They took up two spots at the bar next to Lemmy and sat, bullshitting with him while they ate. He convinced 
Dave to do some shots with him. As usual, Taylor declined and rolled his eyes when Dave handed him his car 
keys. 


"Babe, remember we gotta fly out in the morning.” Taylor didn't want to seem like Daddy here but someone 


had to be the sensible one. 
"Where are you going?" 

"South America for about three and a half weeks” 
"Ah, that'll be fun Have a good time 


"Thanks, Lem." Dave did another shot of Crown and chased it with a beer. He turned to Taylor and slid a hand 
up his thigh. Taylor shook his head. 


Dave was lit when Taylor finally cut him off and ushered him out the door. He couldn't keep up with Dave's 
hands all over his body. He didn't mind necessarily, indeed, he was turned on which is why he wanted to get the 
man home. The drummer shook Lemmy's hand as Dave was nuzzling his neck. 

"You guys are..?" 

Taylor simply nodded and, with an arm around Dave's back, led him out the door and to the car. He sat Dave 
down in the passenger seat and had to lean over him to fasten his seat belt. He felt Dave's hand on his ass 


when he was bent over. 


"You're impossible!" 


Dave snickered. "You love it" 
Taylor stole a kiss as he stood up. "I love you." 


The lovers left a trail of discarded clothes from the garage to the bedroom, where Taylor pushed Dave down 
on the bed. Dave landed on his back with a gasp. The blonde stood over him, raking his eyes over his only's 
naked body. He reached out and gently touched the top of Dave's foot, rubbing his thumb over his arch. He 
wrapped his fingers around Dave's ankle and raised it to his lips. Tay kissed his way up Dave's calf to his knee 
and continued. He worked his way up the inside of his lover's thigh, using his lips and tongue. He pushed Dave's 
legs open wide. Taylor slid his hands up Dave's thighs to his hips and leaned down to kiss the man's parted lips. 
Dave's hands slipped up, into that soft, beautiful blonde hair, fingertips pressed into Taylor's scalp. The 
drummer planted his hands on the bed on either side of Dave's head and pressed his groin against Dave's. A 


quiet whimper came out of Dave's mouth. 
"You are so sexy." The blonde whispered in the brunette's ear. 
"Oh fuck, T." He groaned in response. 


Taylor slowly began to thrust his pelvis against Dave, their dicks rubbing together. He then slid down Dave's 
body and took his dick in his mouth, causing Dave to inhale a sharp hiss. His hips rose off the bed as his hands 
slid back into Taylor's hair. It was only for a few moments and then he withdrew. Dave lifted his head and 


whimpered. 


"Don't worry, lover. I'm not done." Taylor said with a smirk as he climbed back on top of Dave and straddled 
him. He allowed Dave inside of him. With two hands flat against his lover's chest, he started to grind and move 
up and down. Dave reached down and stroked Taylor. Between Dave's stroking and the gorgeous, delicious 
sensation of Dave inside of him, Taylor was frenzied. His body was slick with sweat, his breathing became 


ripped panting. 

"Jesus Christ, T. | can't fucking take it!" Dave grunted. "I'm gonna." 

"Me too." And he felt Dave buck underneath him, thrusting his hips off the bed, driving deeper inside of him. A 
long, loud, gritty yell filled the room and it hadn't yet died down when Taylor joined him with his own loud 


grunt. 


Still riding the waves of passion, Tay collapsed against the sweaty chest of his only. Dave wrapped his arms 
around his back, dancing light fingertips up and down. He kissed the blonde's damp forehead. 


"That was ridiculous." Dave sighed. 


"Mmm." Was all Tay could muster. "Need a shower." 


After a shower, the men slipped into bed. Dave set the alarm for eight, which was in four and a half hours. He 
turned and pulled Tay against his chest. 


Im excited for this trip. | always look forward to being on the road with you but now, it's gonna be so much 


sweeter." 


I'd rather be right here, in this bed, with you." Tay whispered and then yawned. 


Chapter Twenty-two 


The charter jet took off from LAX at 9:30 and would arrive in Lima at around 5:30 in the afternoon. Taylor 
stretched out in a reclining seat by the window with Dave next to him. Across the aisle, sat Rami and Pat. 
Dave popped his headphones in his ears and then leaned against Tay's shoulder. Tay wrapped his arm around 
his shoulders and gently tickled Dave's neck with his fingertips. Dave glanced up into his lover's eyes. Tay 
smiled and kissed his forehead and then settled back in the seat. 

When he awoke, Chris was sitting next to him, reading. 

‘Hey’ 

"Oh hey, sleeping beauty. How are ya?" 

"What time is it?" 

"A little after twelve. Few more hours to go.” 

"Where's D?" 

"Up there, talking to Nate." Chris flicked his chin toward the front of the cabin. 

"Ah. What are you reading?" 

"Oh, some right wing nonsense about Obamacare." 

"Ugh, you been spending too much time with Nate." 

"As usual. So, how are you and D doing?" 

"Good" 

Chris nodded. "I'm happy for you." 

"Thanks, buddy. That means a lot to me." 

"You make it look so easy.” 


"How? It wasn't easy. There was a lot of shit going down that you didn't see." 


"| saw. | saw it start in New York. You guys went downhill real fast. We were kind of worried" 


‘lm sorry for making you worry." 


"Nothing to be sorry for. We knew something was going down and it was tough not to be able to help or do 
anything as we watched you guys. Can | ask what happened after we got home?" 


Taylor paused. He considered everything that happened, everything he did. Finally, he laid a hand on Chris' knee 
and said, "We worked it out." 


Chris studied his friend's face, realizing that Tay didn't want to talk about it. He smiled and nodded. "Well, I'm 
happy for you both. | hope you guys have a long and happy future." 


"Thanks, man." 
Dave returned and kicked Chris out of his seat. "You're awake." He smiled at Tay. 
"Hey." 


Dave leaned into him and kissed his lips. He had his Ipad in his hand and turned it on. The first thing he pulled 


up was his email with the itinerary. 


"We have a two day break in Rio and a three day break in the Dominican Republic. That'll be an easy show at 
the Hard Rock. Two days off after San Juan, also." 


"I kind of wish we jammed it all together so we could get home sooner. That's seven days we could be home." 
"But we need those breaks, T. | don't know about you, but I'm an old man" 


"You are an old man. And breaks are fine but two and three days a stretch? I'm fine with a day here and 


there. 

"You just want to go home and get back in bed with me 

"Is that so bad?" 

"They have beds where we're going’ 

Taylor rolled his eyes and sighed. "Impossible" He muttered 

Dave laughed softly. 

A van took them from the airport to the Melia Hotel, where they checked in Their show wasn't until the 


following day so they took the opportunity to explore Lima since they'd never been there before. Nate was 


exceptionally excited about the new stamp in his passport. 


"Nerd" Dave called him. 
"Dave, why do | feel like, if you and | went to high school together, you'd beat me up?" 
"Because | would" 


"You would not, you'd never see Nate. He'd be in the chemistry lab and you'd be in the cafeteria” Taylor said 
as he pulled Nate against his side. 


"Thanks, buddy. | think" 
"Shit! What time is it?" 
"Uh, it's 8:45." 


"Okay, and LA is 2 hours behind. | can catch Shane before Al puts him to bed" Tay pulled his phone from his 
pocket and dialed. 


Shane babbled on and on about his trip to the zoo with the Shiflett boys and Mommy. The excitement in his 
little voice tugged at Taylor's heart strings and made him miss the little shit even more than he already did. 
He passed the phone to Dave. 


"Hey, Shane! How's my little monkey?!" 


"Uncle D! We went to the zoo today with Liam and Dash and Riley and we saw lions and bears and snakes and..." 


He told D the same zoo story he just told his father. 
"Well, that sounds like a great time but tell me something. Did you see any ORANGUTANS???" 
Shane giggled. "NOOO! You're crazy!" 

Dave laughed. "Okay, bud. We have to go. Talk to you again soon Be a good boy’ 

"Okay, bye!" And the kid hung up. 


Dave handed the phone back to Taylor, who silently slipped it back in his pocket. Dave wrapped an arm around 
his only's neck and pulled him tight against his side. He kissed the blonde's temple. 


‘Its okay, T. The time will go fast and we'll be home again soon 


After they ate and sat in a local bar, drinking Peruvian beer, the six of them left, two by two, until Dave and 
Tay were walking back to the hotel on their own, holding hands. 


"This is a nice city. Maybe in the morning, we can get someone to drive us down to the beach before the 


show." Dave commented. 

"That might be cool. | read online that there's some good surfing here. Chris might be down for that." 

"Yeah, good." 

The day after the show in Lima, they boarded the plane again, bound for Santiago, Chile. After Santiago, they 
arrived in Buenos Aires, Argentina to play the famous Luna Park for two shows. Again, the nerd in Nate came 
out. He was telling everybody what a milestone this was in all their careers as this is the place where Eva 
Duarte first met Juan Peron. 

"Oh, you mean that movie with Madonna?" Chris asked with a smirk. 


"You fucking guys." Nate said, shaking his head. 


The next show was Lollapalooza in Sao Paulo, Brasil. It was ridiculously huge and overwhelming. Taylor was a 


bundle of nerves again, as he looked out at the sea of people. 

"lm gonna be sick" He mumbled. And this time, Dave was green right along with him. 

"Yeah, babe. I'm right there with you. This is insane." 

Taylor couldn't keep it down any longer, his body convulsed and he looked around frantically for a place to 
vomit. And that seemed to trigger Dave's nausea as well. And the two of them were bent over the same 
trash can, emptying the contents of their stomachs together. 

"Well. | guess it is true. Lovers really do everything together.” Pat said from behind them. 

Dave lifted a hand from clutching the rim of the can to flip Pat off. 

As soon as they lifted their heads, they looked at each other and laughed. 

"Fuck." Dave grumbled. 

A sweet, young girl with long brown hair cautiously approached them and held out paper towels. 

"Thanks." Dave said as he took them and handed some to Tay before wiping his own mouth. 


Then the girl handed them bottles of water. 


“Thanks, again." 


"You're welcome. Do you always get violently ill before a show?" 
"Not always. Only when there's like nine hundred, million people out there." 
The girl smiled "Not that many. Only ninety thousand." 


"Oh. Hear that, Tay? ‘Only ninety thousand'" Dave mimicked the girl with a grin. “I'm Dave, by the way. This is 
Taylor.” 


Taylor lifted a hand in greeting. "Thanks for the water." 


| know who you are. I'm Annie. Always wanted to meet you, kind of wish it was under different circumstances. 


Now I'll always remember you as the boys who vomited at Lollapalooza" 


‘Sorry. At least we're those guys and not the guys who shit themselves at Lollapalooza. Cause you know there 


will be some!" 
Annie made a disgusted face and shook her head. 


‘lm sorry. We're going to go play now. It was nice meeting you and thank you for the water." Dave gave the 


girl a quick hug and Taylor followed. 


‘lm sorry for his behavior. We don't let him out very much." He said quietly in the girl's ear when he hugged 


her. 


Chapter Twenty-three 


"HEEEEY!" Dave screamed into the microphone. "How the fuck are you, Brasil?" 
And ninety thousand people screamed at him in return 


"Yeah, me too. So the funniest thing just happened to me and Taylor before we came on" Dave started. He 
turned back to Taylor. 


Taylor reached for his microphone. "Come on, dude. You don't need to tell all these people about how we just 


fucking threw up." 
Dave raised his eyebrows in surprise. Taylor beat him to the punch this time. Well played, Mr. Hawkins. 


"Yeah. We got a little nervous, what the fuck can | tell you? But an angel of mercy named Annie didn't laugh at 


us too much, and gave us water. So Annie, where ever you are, this is for you." 
And they launched into My Hero. 


After the show in Caracas, Venezuela, they flew to Punta Cana. They arrived at the Hard Rock around two in 


the afternoon. 


Taylor was sitting on the bed in the room, talking to Shane. Dave was standing on the balcony that overlooked 
the ocean. Taylor joined him after he hung up. 


"Shane and Al said hello. Well, actually Shane asked if you've seen any orangutans." He said with a laugh. 


Dave smiled at his only and put an arm around his shoulders. "That kid is gonna be thirty years old and still 
asking me about that. At least, | hope he will. Aren't you glad we have this little break now? Look at this view." 


"Okay, it's pretty fucking amazing. And the room. Christ. | am happy for the break." 
"Told you. What do you want to do? Hit the beach?" 
"Sure." 


That night, after dinner with the rest of the boys, Taylor convinced Dave it was a nice idea to take a walk on 
the beach. 


"This is dumb, a romantic stroll on the beach." 


"Well, it's fitting, then. Come on. There's nothing better to do." 


Dave lifted one corner of his mouth in a smirk. "But there is." 
Taylor rolled his eyes. "Are you determined to get laid in every city on this tour?" 
"Yes." 


"Old habits die hard, huh?" Taylor smirked this time and then took off down the beach. 
Dave chased after him. When he caught Taylor, they tumbled to the sand, laughing, waves nipping at their 
bodies, getting them wet. Dave rolled on top of his lover and pinned his hands over his head as a wave washed 


over them. 
"Still dumb?" Taylor asked. 


"The dumbest" Dave grinned as he leaned down and kissed him. Another wave attacked them, rolling up over 


their heads, leaving them soaking wet and sandy. 
"Okay, now it's dumb. " Taylor coughed and sputtered. 


Dave stood and pulled Taylor up by the arms. 
Back in the room, they stripped their wet clothes off and Taylor told Dave that he wanted to shower first. 


"Together." Dave pleaded. 
"No, just let me go first. I'll be quick, | promise." 


Dave sat his wet, sandy, bare ass on the foot of the bed. He didn't want to feel a pang of rejection but first 
the comment on the beach and now this. He stupidly assumed Taylor was enjoying their sex life as much as he 
was, which is to say he assumed Taylor thought about it every waking minute the way that he did. Why would 
he? Who wants to have sex with a big, stupid monkey? You're overreacting, Grohl. Take it easy. So he doesn't 
want to bone you every night. That's normal. Right? 


Ironic, they were in a big, beautiful suite at a beach resort in the Caribbean and yet it appeared their 


honeymoon was over. 


Taylor opened the bathroom door and emerged with a towel on his head and a towel wrapped around his waist. 
Dave noted that he didn't even want to parade around naked in front of him anymore. He sighed and stood up. 


"Your turn" Taylor told him as he walked right past him and closed the curtains in front of the sliding glass 
door to the balcony. 


As soon as Dave closed the bathroom door behind him, Taylor went to work. He turned off many of the lights 


in the large room, leaving only one lamp on near the bed. He pulled out the couple items he'd been hiding in his 


suitcase and set them in a drawer in one of the bedside tables. The last thing was music. 

He unpacked his Ipod and its docking station and flipped to the playlist he'd put together during one of the last 
plane rides. He grinned to himself, thinking about the sullen look on Dave's face. Zeppelin's Since | Been Loving 
You began. Taylor took both his towels off and laid back against the pillows, legs open in a V. The song was 
about four minutes it when Dave came out of the bathroom. 

"Hello, lover." He greeted Dave with a knowing grin. 


Dave smiled. "| should have known" 


"Known what, baby?" Taylor leaned forward and turned onto his hands and knees and crawled to the foot of 


bed. He climbed up Dave's body and put his arms around his lover's neck, still kneeling on the bed. 
Dave's fingers were at his mustache again "I thought you didn't.um.fuck, Im so stupid” 

Taylor took Dave's hand away from his face. “Thought | didn't what?" 

"Want me anymore." Dave said and lowered his gaze. 

Taylor laughed at him. "What the hell would make you think that?" 

"The fact that I'm a dumbass, mostly” 

Taylor simply smiled as he waited for the next song. 

"What?" 

The drummer kissed the singer as Every Breath You Take began 

"Ah, of course" Dave smiled. "This isn't really a love song, you know" 


"Yes, it is." Taylor replied as he lowered his kisses to Dave's throat. "It's just not about the traditional kind of 


love." 


Dave sighed. "That feels good." He pressed his hands flat against Taylor's back and simply stood there, letting 


his little blonde lover kiss him, caress him, love him. 


Taylor was ever mindful of what he was doing and where he planned to go next. He spent the entire four 
minutes of the Police song kissing Dave. He alternated from his mouth to his neck, from his ear to his chest. 
His hands would slide from Dave's neck to his shoulders, down his arms and intertwined his fingers in Dave's 


before sliding back up again. 


As a slowed down, acoustic version of Hoobastank's Inside of You began, Taylor pulled Dave onto the bed and 


laid him down on his stomach. 

"Tay?" Dave's voice shook as he added things up. 

"Yes, darling?" Taylor leaned over him and cooed in his ear. 

"Are you going to ..?" Dave swallowed. 

‘Only if you want me to. Do you?" 

| um, maybe?" 

"Well, you tell me when to stop." Taylor smiled and kissed Dave's cheek 

He lowered his lips to the nape of the brunette's neck and slowly kissed his way down the spine, licking and 
sucking and grazing his teeth over the cool, damp skin. When he reached Dave's ass, he slowly snaked a hand 
under his stomach and pulled him up, onto his knees. Taylor positioned himself between Dave's calves and 
dipped his head. He began by running his fingertips up the back of his thighs, eliciting a shudder from the man. 
He slid his tongue along the crease between Dave's thigh and his ass. Tay then went straight for his target. He 
pressed the tip of his tongue gently but firmly against Dave's entrance. Dave's body twitched slightly, a groan 
slipping past his parted lips. 

"Okay?" Taylor withdrew for a moment to ask. 


"Hell, yes.” 


Taylor snickered as he remembered what he chose as the next song. He went back to work, lapping and licking 


when Buck Cherry's Crazy Bitch started. Dave wiggled and turned to look over his shoulder. 
"Seriously?" 


Taylor gave a tiny shrug. He moved to Dave's side and reached for the bedside table's drawer. He pulled out a 
small bottle of liquid. 


"Do you trust me?" He asked Dave as he slipped a finger under the man's chin to make him peer into his eyes. 
"Yes, fuck it. | want to do it" 
"I like your enthusiasm" He kissed his lover's lips before he moved back to his position behind Dave. 


Taylor rubbed some of the slippery liquid onto himself and then took some on his index finger and gently 
pushed it inside of his only. Dave moaned softly in response. Tay pumped his finger in and out, first very 


slowly and then increased his rhythm. When Crazy Bitch ended and Chevelle's The Clincher started, Dave 
chuckled. 


"There is something seriously wrong with you, Hawkins." 

Taylor laughed. "It's got a good rhythm for fucking. Watch." And with that he pushed his cock inside of Dave. 
Dave gasped inwardly through his clenched teeth. Taylor rubbed a hand gently against his hip. 

"Relax, babe. Tell me to stop if you need to.” 

"Is okay." 

Eventually, he was able to work up to the rhythm of the song and the next. Volbeat's cover of Only Want To 
Be With You. Taylor was mildly disappointed he didn't make it to the end of that one. He withdrew from Dave 
and groaned his name as he released into his own hand. Dave let his hips collapse onto the bed. But he swiveled 


to reach for Taylor's hand. He pulled it to his mouth and licked it clean 


Tay fiddled with his IPod for a moment and then laid down and pulled Dave into his arms. He kissed his lover's 


ear and whispered along with the song. Iron and Wine's Love And Some Verses. 
"God, Taylor. " Dave croaked. 
"Don't get choked up, baby." 


"Too late." 


Chapter Twenty-four 


After San Juan, they were off to Miami for one last show before heading home. The show was at Marlins 
Park, a baseball stadium. It was planned for a night when the team was out on the road. It was also planned 
that some friends would join them for this one. Iron and Wine, Hot Water Music and Shinedown, all Florida 
natives, played with them. 

Taylor and Dave sat together, watching Iron and Wine. 

"How did you learn of this cat? He's got such a great, folksie sounding voice. | bet Chris would dig him." 

"He used to be on Sub Pop. I've been collecting his stuff for years." Taylor replied 

Chris, Nate and Pat wandered over and stood, watching. 

"What do you think of this guy?" Dave asked them. 

"He's great. Great voice, great writing. Very melodic.” 

"This song goes out, by special request, to my friend, Taylor." Sam Beam announced before he started playing a 
sweet, gentle guitar. And before long, Dave recognized it as the song Taylor whispered in his ear after they 


made love in Punta Cana. He squeezed Taylor's thigh and kissed his cheek. 


Hot Water Music and Shinedown shook the whole stadium and really got the place pumping by the time the Foo 
Fighters strolled onto the stage. 


Two and a half hours later, that was it. It was over and they would be home the following day. The six of 
them piled into the van after the show and returned to the hotel. 


"Come on, babe. Last city. You don't want to break your streak, do you?" Taylor whispered as he slid into the 


bed and pressed himself against Dave's flank. 


"Oh!" Dave gasped and immediately pulled his lover on top of him. His lips met Taylor's in a deep, passionate 
kiss. 


The band touched down at LAX at 12:30 in the afternoon, local time. Dave and Tay got home and flopped down 
on the couch. They sat in the still silence, fingers entwined, for several minutes, just savoring the feeling of 
being home. 


"That was a great trip but | am so happy to be home." Dave said, breaking the silence. 


"It was great. But nothing compares to being home." 


After unpacking their bags and getting settled, Taylor went down by the pool and sat in a lounge chair to call 
Al and Shane. 


"Hey, Taylor. Are you back?" 

"Yeah, just got in a while ago. How are you , Al?" 

"Good, very good. You want to talk to Shane?" 

"Can | come and get him and keep him overnight?" 

"Yeah, | don't see why not. Now?" 

"Yeah, be over in a bit" 

"Okay." 

Dave went with him to pick Shane up and upon entering the house, they learned that Al didn't tell him they 
were coming. She wanted to see his face when they surprised him. 


"He's upstairs, playing with Lucy. They discovered a mutual love for Wii tennis.” Al explained. 


Dave and Tay snuck quietly up the stairs and down the hall to Shane's bedroom. Tay stood in the doorway, 


watching for a moment. Lucy noticed him first and smiled. 

"Hey, when's your Dad coming home, Shane?" She asked him. 

"Soon, right?" He replied. 

"Wasn't it supposed to be today? Wonder why he hasn't called yet" 

Shane froze and turned to Lucy. "What if something happened to him and Uncle D, Lucy?" 
"Oh, I'm sure nothing happened, kid" 

"| gotta call him!" And he turned toward the door and shrieked when he saw his father. 
"Daddy!" 


"Hey, bud!" Taylor picked the boy up and hugged him tightly against his chest and nuzzled his little neck. "I am 


so glad to see youl | missed you so much!" 


| missed you too, bud." Dave ruffled Shane's hair and kissed his forehead. 


"Uncle DI" 

"Hey, you guys. Welcome home." Lucy said to them with a smile on her face. "How was the trip?" 

‘It was great. Had a good time but its so great to finally be home. The show in Miami was really special. 
| heard. Wish | could have seen it" 

"Bud, you want to go home with us for the night?" 

"Yeah!" 

As Tay helped Shane pack a bag for the night, Lucy pulled Dave into the hallway. 

"| need to tell you something, officially. | know you guys have already kind of guessed but Al and | are kind of." 
"I know. Whatever makes you happy, okay?" 

"You think he's okay with it?" 

"Sure, why wouldn't he be? It'd be awfully hypocritical if he wasn't" 

‘It's weird, don't you think?" 


Dave laughed. "I don't think I'm in a position to judge what's weird or not. Just take care of her, that's what 
you Told me right?" 


"Right. Thanks, D" And she kissed his cheek. 

Dave put Shane on top of his shoulders as Taylor pushed the car through the grocery store. Every time 
Shane pointed at something on a shelf, Dave grabbed it and tossed it into the cart. And invariably, Tay 
returned it to the shelf. 

"Stop it. Shane, you know better. Dave, stop helping him." He scolded them both. 

"Daddy! Please?" 

"Yeah, Daddy! Please?" Dave echoed the little boy. 


Taylor rolled his eyes. He did relent a little when it came to ice cream. 


Back at home, Shane took his overnight bag to his room while Dave and Tay put the groceries away. They 


heard the little boy scream and giggle and looked at each other, laughing. Then they heard little feet run down 
the steps. 


"Uncle DI Uncle D!" 

"What, buddy? What are you screaming about?" 

"This!" And he pulled the gigantic, stuffed orangutan from behind him. 
"Where did you find that?" 

"He was sleeping in my bedl" 

"Huh. How did he get there?" 

Taylor's smile was ear to ear. He just couldn't get enough of the way Dave played with Shane. 
"You did it!" 

"Me?" 

"Yes!" Shane giggled when Dave picked him up and tickled his belly. 
The boy went to sleep hugging the orangutan that he called Dave. 


Taylor asked why he was calling the monkey Dave and Shane said it was so he could take Uncle Dave home 


with him. 
Tay walked into the bedroom he shared with Dave, wiping a tear from his eye. 


"What's wrong with you?" Dave asked. He was sprawled out on the bed in his shorts, with an arm folded under 


his head and TV remote in the other hand. 
"He named the monkey Dave so that he could take you back home with him." 
Dave smiled and laughed softly. "Damn, baby. You and Al made a great kid." 


"We did. It makes me so happy that you love him so much." Taylor pulled his shirt off and laid down next of 
his only. 


"Come here." Dave invited Tay to slide up against his side. He wrapped an arm around his shoulders and kissed 


him. "Lucy told me today that she and Al are together." 


Taylor huffed. "Of course she waits until after we're divorced to sleep with a woman. | only begged her 
practically every day." 


Dave laughed. "I once asked Lucy if | could watch her with another woman. She told me, ‘Sure, if | can watch 


you and Taylor.” 
"No! We are not doing that." 


Dave laughed. "Aw, come on, babe." He rolled Tay onto his back, fully expecting him to put up a fight because 
Shane was with them. 


Taylor knew he should stop him but Dave's lips on his ear felt so fucking good. And his hand working its way 
into his shorts felt even better. He tilted his head back and moaned when Dave began stroking him. 


"Shit, D" He grunted when his lover started sucking on his neck His groans became louder as Dave's hand 
brought him closer to his climax. Just before he came, Dave covered his mouth with his own and kissed him, 
pushing his tongue past his lips. Taylor's body shuddered and he grunted against Dave's kiss. 

He settled back against the pillows and sighed. "Fuck, | love you." 


"| love you, too." 


Taylor was alone when he woke up. He reached behind him and felt the empty space where Dave should be. He 
rolled onto his back and stretched. Then he heard his son's laughter and had to grin. 


In the kitchen, he found his son and his only love making a huge mess. 
"What is going on here?" 

"Daddy! Uncle D and me are making pancakes!" 

"You are?" 

"Yeah, look! With blueberries!" 

"That sounds delicious, bud. | can't wait! | sure am hungry!" 


Taylor sat at the island, sipping coffee and watching. When Dave put a plate of pancakes in front of him, he 
grabbed his wrist before the brunette could withdraw. He pulled Dave back to him and kissed his lips. 


Dave looked at him with wide eyes when he released him. Tay grinned. Shane giggled at them. 


"Tay?" Dave whispered. 


"Don't care. | love you. | love our family. | want my son to know that. | want him to grow up knowing what real, 


honest love looks and feels like." 


Dave beamed at him. "I love you too. Shane? Daddy gets another pancake." 


Chapter Twenty-five 


Author's Notes: 
This chapter is focused on the other relationship in this story. 


"Why can't you stay out here full time?" 
"Because | don't want to." 

"But | thought, | mean. what about us?" 

"Al, we can be together even if I'm out covering shows or spending a couple weeks in New York" 

"That's what | had with Taylor. That's not what | want with you. | want you here as much as possible, Luce” 


Lucy smiled at her gorgeous blonde haired beauty. She laid her hand gently against Alison's cheek. "I want to be 
here as much as possible too, but | really enjoy what | do." 


"| don't want you to stop working, | just want you to be here when you're not 
Lucy kissed the woman's cheek "Okay. | won't go back to New York until | absolutely have to’ 

"Thank you. 

"You're welcome. Now take me to bed” 

Alison's cheeks turned crimson as she wrapped her hand around Lucy's and they climbed the stairs together. 
"Im so glad Tay and Dave came for Shane today. | needed this tonight! 

"Me too" Lucy pulled Al's shirt over her head and laid soft, gentle hands against the blonde's bosom. 

She felt Alison's hands glide up her back, into her long, raven hair. Their lips met in a tender, soft kiss. Lucy's 
hands hitched Al's skirt up onto her hips and cupped her ass in both hands, pulling her tighter against Lucy's 


pelvis. 


"God, you are so good at this. I'm so turned on by you." Al mumbled when Lucy's mouth drifted down to her 


neck. 


Her breath caught in her throat when she felt Lucy's fingers slip inside her panties and begin teasing her. 


Lucy gently bent Alison over the foot of the bed and slid her panties off her hips and down her smooth, 
tanned legs. Lucy ran her tongue up the back of one of her thighs, eliciting a long shudder from the blonde. 
Alison reached back and, with a fistful of raven hair, she pulled Lucy's face into her. And when Lucy pushed 
her tongue inside of Alison, she was rewarded with a loud hiss. A thumb pressed against Alison's clit and 
rubbed firmly as Lucy flicked her tongue and lapped at Al's opening. Her free hand was massaging Alison's left 
breast. 


"Shit, Lucy. Please!" She groaned as her body trembled. 


Lucy withdrew and stripped the rest of her clothes off . She rolled Al on her back and removed the skirt that 
had bunched around her waist. Lucy slid her body on top of Alison's and kissed her mouth hungrily as she 
began to grind her pelvis against the beautiful blonde. The kissing became more intense, hands slipped all over, 
exploring each other's warm, damp skin. Their thighs pressed against each other, knees pushed against knees to 
create a faster rhythm. Alison was panting, begging for release but Lucy wasn't ready to grant it yet. 


Lucy traveled her mouth down the woman's beautiful curves. She teased Al's nipples with her tongue, flicking 
it back and forth over one and then the other before nibbling them firmly. She moved on to the hollow 
between her breasts, laying open mouth kisses and a wet tongue against the soft, sensitive skin found there. 
After she was satisfied with that spot, she moved to the indent between Alison's ribcage and stomach. Al's 


fingers raked through Lucy's hair as something resembling ‘please, please’ tumbled from her mouth. 
"Please what, my darling?" 
"Fuck you, Lucy. You're killing me." 


Lucy laughed softly against Alison's hip. She pushed her thighs far apart and slid a hand over Alison's entrance 
before dipping two fingers inside. She pumped them in and out teasingly slow before dipping her head between 
Al's legs and running her tongue against the blonde's throbbing clitoris. Alison's body twitched and trembled, 
her arms outstretched, finger's gripping the bed sheets as she threw her head back and cried out. Lucy lapped 
up all the delicious, wonderful juices that Alison had to offer and continued teasing as Alison convulsed from 


the violent waves of ecstasy that splashed over her. 

Lucy placed small, butterfly kisses back up Alison's body, her stomach, breast, neck, ear, before finding the 
woman's lips. Alison wound her arms around Lucy's neck and returned her kiss as Lucy slid to Al's side, keeping 
an arm around her stomach. 

"Hey, Luce?" Al's voice cracked after she broke the kiss. 


"Yeah, baby?" 


"Luh, | think I'm falling in love with you. Since the moment | met you, you have done nothing but show me a 


wonderful, beautiful kindness and | just keep hoping its not because you feel sorry for me." 


"| don't feel sorry for you. | feel lust for you and desire for your company and love for you and for your son 


Alison smiled. "Tell me this time last year that my husband would be fucking his best friend and I'd be in bed 
with his best friend's former girlfriend and | might have punched you in the mouth." 


"You never can tell what the future holds, can you?" 


‘Never can tell" Alison repeated and kissed her dark haired beauty again 


Chapter Twenty-six 


"Hands on a miracle, I've got my hands on a miracle.." Dave was singing softly, absentmindedly. 


Taylor stirred on the bed. He turned his head in the direction he heard his lover's voice coming from. When he 
opened his eyes, he saw Dave getting dressed. 


Hey’ 
"Oh hey, good morning! 

"What are you doing up so early?" 

"Its after eight, Tay’ 

"Hts still early. Come back to bed, we have nothing going on today” 


| can't. | have an appointment at ten. And you have to go get Shane this afternoon | can't believe Lucy 


convinced Al to go back east with her for a couple weeks” 

"Well, you had that. Is it good enough to make you go to New York for a couple weeks?" 
"Apparently not, here | am" Dave said with a smirk 

"Good answer, babe 


Dave leaned across the bed and kissed Taylor's lips. "Come on, get up. I'll make you something to eat before | 


leave." 

"What is this appointment?" 

"Nothing much, PR shit. No big deal.” 

| can come with you and we can go get Shane after." 

"Nah, don't worry about it. | can take this one on my own" 

Taylor's eyes narrowed at his lover. He knew when Dave was acting shady. 
"What's going on?" 


"What? What do you mean?" 


Taylor sighed. "You're a shitty liar, Grohl." 


"Then stop asking me questions you know | have to tell lies to answer." Dave grinned as he stood and left the 
room. 


Taylor followed him down to the garage and watched him get on his bike. 

"Me and Shane will be here when you get back. Love you." 

"Love you too." 

Taylor bent and kissed Dave. 

When Al let him in, he noticed two large suitcases by the door. He smiled to himself. 
"Still put your shit by the door?" He asked. 

"Yeah, | guess it's a hard habit to break" 

"| do it too." 

"So, while | have you alone for a sec. Tay, you're not like freaked out by this, are you?" 
"About having him for two weeks straight? No way, I'm fucking stoked." 

"No, | mean about Lucy and me." 

"Babe, it's your life. Do what makes you happy." He kissed her forehead. 

"She's something else." Al said with a shake of her head. 

"Can | ask you something?" 

"Syre" 

"You and Luce like ..is she keeping her place in Studio City?" 

"Yeah, for now." 

Taylor nodded. 


"Why?" 


"Just wondered" 
"Is this about her staying here?" 


"No! Not at all. | just wondered if we're fucking our kid up. | let him see me kiss Dave a couple weeks ago and 


at the time, | thought it was good for him to understand." 


"But now that Mommy is with another woman, we're fucking our kid up? So its okay for him to see Daddy 


with a man but not okay for him to see Mommy with a woman?" 


"No, Alison. That's not what | mean. Maybe it's just too much for him to handle at once, that's all. Maybe we 


both should be careful for now." 


Alison rolled her eyes but she had to concede that maybe he had a point. Their situation was entirely unique 
and it could get confusing to an adult, never mind a child. 


"Fine. | understand your point. | gotta get going if lim gonna meet Luce at her place." She called Shane down 


from his room. 

She knelt on the floor in front of him. "Mommy has to go. Be a good boy for Daddy, okay?" 
"When are you coming back, Mommy?" 

"In two weeks. Remember, it's one week before your birthday." 


Shane silently threw his little arms around her neck. She wrapped her arms around his tiny body and buried 


her face in his neck. 

"| love you, buddy. Have a good time with Daddy and Uncle D" 

Gradually, the little boy's crying got louder and louder. Alison looked up at Taylor for help. 
"Now you understand what it feels like." Taylor said quietly before he pulled Shane off of her. 


She stood up and ran her hand down the little boy's back as he clung to Taylor. Shane's arms gripped his neck 
tightly, his legs wrapped around his waist. She wiped her tears off her face and met Taylor's gaze. 


"I do understand. I'm sorry. Shane, I'll call you every day. I'll miss you." 
The little boy sobbed some more into Taylor's shoulder and refused to respond to his mother. 


‘Shane, tell Mommy goodbye." Taylor told him firmly. 


"Goodbye!" 

Taylor was freaked out, wondering if he was going to have to contend with this for the entire two weeks 
Alison was gone. He drove them back to Dave's and as soon as he opened the door, Shane scampered upstairs 
to his room. Taylor trailed behind, carrying Shane's bag. As he approached the bedroom, he could hear Shane 
talking to Dave, the monkey. He smiled. Okay, he was going to be fine. 

"Bud, you wanna go for a swim?" 

"Daddy, do monkeys swim?" 

Taylor had to think for a minute. "No bud, | don't think I've ever seen a monkey swim." 

"Then | don't want to." 

Fuck. Wrong answer, Dad. 


"But you love the water. Tell you what, let's bring Dave down with us. He can sit in the chair and watch." 


"Is that okay with you, Dave?" Shane asked the stuffed orangutan And then he pulled it to his ear. Obviously 
this Dave was too shy to speak out loud. 


"Dave said that's okay with him." 

"Well, thank goodness." Taylor smirked. 

They were in the pool when they heard Dave's motorcycle roaring into the driveway. 

"Uncle D is home!" Taylor said with a smile. 

Shane climbed the steps out of the pool and ran around the house, dripping wet, into the driveway. Taylor 
slowly followed. Shane stood just on the edge of the concrete, afraid of the noise. But as soon as Dave cut the 
engine, he ran into the garage. 

"Uncle DI" 

"Hey brat!" Dave picked him up and set him on the seat in front of him. "Ugh, you're soaking wet 


Taylor grinned. "Me tool" And he shook his head violently, splashing Dave with water. 


Dave wrapped one arm around Shane and another around Taylor's waist. "Hey babe." 


Taylor bent to kiss his only's lips when he remembered his conversation with Alison and then straightened back 
up. 


Dave looked at him questioningly as he held Shane and stood up, swinging a leg over the bike. 
"Kiss!" Shane shouted out of nowhere. 

Dave and Taylor stared at each other in stunned silence for a moment before Shane did it again 
"Kise!" 

"Buddy, where are you getting that from?" 

"Cause people kiss each other when they come home 

"Indeed, they do. You're right" And Dave nuzzled his face into Shane's neck and kissed him. 

"No, Daddy!" Shane screeched with a giggle. 


"Oh!" Dave smiled and reached a hand behind Taylor's head and drew him against his chest and kissed his 
mouth quickly. 


After they both tucked Shane into bed for the night, they sat on the patio by the pool, having a beer. 
"So where did you go today?" Taylor asked, knowing that Dave was expecting him to ask 

"PR meeting, | told you" 

"Yeah but that was a lie. So where did you really go?" 

"Can't a man have a couple secrets?" 

‘Nope’ 

"Well then, welll just call it something I'm not prepared to discuss with you just yet! 

Taylor stared at him. 

"Oh, for fuck's sake, get over it tm not telling you" 

"hate you" 


"No, you don't. You loooove mel" Dave teased him, poking him in the ribs. 


Taylor squirmed and cursed. 

The brunette pulled his lover into his lap and kissed him deeply to shut him up. He took a handful of Taylor's 
hair and pulled back, exposing his long, slender neck. Dave attacked it with his mouth, sucking the skin into his 
mouth and gently nibbling on it. When Taylor groaned, the gritty sound was caught in his throat vibrated 


against Dave's mouth. 


Taylor jumped to his feet and took Dave's hand. He led the man upstairs, into their bedroom and locked the 
door behind them. 


Afterward, they laid together on the bed, a mess of tangled sheets and limbs. Taylor rested his head against 
Dave's shoulder. With his callused thumb, Dave traced lines up and down Taylor's shoulder and bicep. 


"You should have seen the little guy this afternoon when Al left. He was a wreck." 

"| can imagine. But he seemed fine tonight." 

"Yeah, as soon as | brought him home, he ran up to his room and started playing with Dave." Taylor chuckled. 
"And | think | inadvertently made Al feel like crap about leaving. When Shane started crying, | told her she 
should now understand how it felt when | had to leave all the time." 

"Ouch. Well, | mean it's accurate but ouch." 


"Yeah but still a shitty thing to say." 


"Fuck it, babe. l'm sure she isn’t giving it a second thought. Neither should you." Dave kissed his only's forehead 
and stood up. "Gonna shower. Want to join me, quick?" 


After their shower, Tay checked on Shane. He was sound asleep, one arm thrown around Dave the monkey. 
"We gotta put something together for his birthday." Taylor told Dave when he returned to the bedroom. 


"Sweet! | love a party!" 


Chapter Twenty-seven 


On Saturday, Chris and Cara and Nate brought their kids over to Dave and Taylor's to play with Shane. Dave 
manned the grill again while Cara and Nate made other, vegetarian food. Chris and Taylor were playing with the 


kids in the pool. 


Cara brought Dave some black bean burgers to put on the grill. She had to stop and watch the boys in the 


pool. 
"Ive never seen that boy so happy" She commented 
"Which boy, there are a lot of boys over there’ 

"Your boy" 

"Cara, do you mean my lover?" Dave asked with a sneer. 


"Yes, | do. | mean your lover." She joked back with him. She elbowed him in the ribs. "You guys seem really 
happy. l'm glad." 


"Thanks. | appreciate that. Now, kiss the cook" 

She shook her head and stood on her toes to kiss his cheek 

"| saw that, Grohl. Keep your hands off my woman!" Chris yelled from the pool 

"Come on, we'll switch for the night 

Chris looked over at Taylor, who picked up Dash and tossed him into the water. 

"Okay, but just for the night! 

"Hal" Dave laughed 

The Shifletts and Noah all brought their tents and set them up in the backyard. Shane was dragging Dave the 
monkey around by his ear and ended up taking him into Noah's tent. And that's where he insisted he was going 
to sleep tonight: 


"They gonna all be okay in the backyard for the night?" Dave asked Chris. 


"Yeah, they do all the time at home. Li knows to keep an eye on the little ones. I'll stay tonight. Me and Nate. 


Cara, you can go home." 


"Ill go with her." Dave said with a smirk. 

lll bone your boyfriend" 

"Have at it” 

‘Im sitting right fucking here!" Taylor said loudly. "And besides, I'd rather bone Ned. He has a really big dick" 
"Wow, Dave. That says a lot about yours." Cara giggled. "Never mind. | don't want to go home with you now." 
Dave stared blankly at Taylor. "Really, babe?" 

"Aw, | was kidding! Well, | mean Ned does have a really big dick but yours is fine, too." 

"Looks like someone's getting an apology blow job tonight.” Nate said quietly. 

The table erupted in laughter. 

"And he's gonna fucking choke on it, too." Dave said with a huff. 

"Ive seen it. It's completely adequate." Chris said reassuringly. 

"Thank you. Maybe | picked the wrong band mate." Dave arched an eyebrow at Taylor. 

"This works out perfectly then. Nate, come on" 


Cara shook her head. "Are you sure | should leave? | feel like the four of you are going to end up in one big 
orgy.” 


"Then stay and film it." 


"Okay, that's my cue. Boys, play safe, use rubbers. | will see you in the morning, dear. Don't let the kids hear 
you." 


She kissed Chris and took his car keys from him. 
"Bye, Caral" 


Taylor and Dave cleaned up the dishes and empty beer bottles while Chris and Nate made sure the boys were 
okay. 


"You know | was just teasing you, right?" Tay said to him when they were alone n the kitchen 


"| don't know, were you?" Dave replied with a glimmer in his eye. 

"Of course!" 

"Either way, you're still gagging on it later" 

| can't fucking wait" Taylor whispered in Dave's ear as he brushed his hand across his crotch. 
Around lI:00, they retired to the bedroom, leaving Chris and Nate watching TV in the family room. 
"Careful up there! T, remember to open the throat and cup the balls." 

Chris, trust me, | don't need any tips from you." Tay winked at him. 


"He doesn't. See you guys in the morning.” Dave said. He wrapped an arm around Taylor's neck and they climbed 


the stairs together. 


Once behind the locked bedroom door, Dave kissed his boyfriend deeply, wrapping his arms around Taylor's back 
and pulling him tight against his body. Taylor slid down Dave's body, to his knees and worked at the button and 
zipper of his shorts. He looked up at Dave with big, sorrowful eyes and kept gazing at his lover's face when he 


wrapped his lips around Dave's cock. 
‘Okay, stop that with the eyes." Dave sighed. 


Taylor's expression changed to a smile as he slipped his lips all the way down to the base, taking Dave deep in 


his throat. 
"Now, you're just being cocky." Dave smirked and caused Taylor to choke from laughter. 
"Told you I'd make you choke." 


"Shut up and stand there. Let me do my job, for fuck's sake." And Taylor proceeded to give Dave the best blow 
job he's ever had. He sucked him hard and fast, alternating to teasing the tip with his tongue. He held Dave's 
balls in his hand, squeezing them gently from time to time. He sucked one and then the other into his mouth, 
flicking his tongue against it. Taylor stroked the cock in one hand while he sucked his index finger, making it wet 
before pushing it into Dave's ass. And Dave's fingertips were digging into Taylor's scalp, urging his head 
forward as his hips rocked back and forth. With a loud groan, Dave spilled his come onto Taylor's waiting 


tongue. 
"Fuck me, you are so fucking good at that" Dave muttered as he wiped the beads of sweat from his forehead. 


"Still think you picked the wrong band mate?" Taylor asked as he stood up. 


"Not a fucking chance." He pulled the blonde back into his arms and kissed his mouth. He lapped at Taylor's 
tongue, tasting himself on it. "Goddamn" 


"You're entirely welcome." 


Chapter Twenty-eight 


Dave stretched and rolled over, reaching for his boyfriend's body. Instead his hands touched something round 
and furry. He opened one eye and saw Dave the monkey laying between him and Taylor. He lifted his head and 
opened the other eye and found Shane snuggled between the monkey and Taylor. Dave slowly and quietly moved 
the stuffed Dave and then slid closer to his family. He wrapped his arms around Shane and kissed the 
slumbering boy's head. Shane sighed and turned into Dave's embrace. Dave extended his reach to Taylor and 
gently ran his index finger down the man's cheek 

He mused, watching the beautiful face of his only love. After all of these years, only Taylor could get Dave to 
slow down and embrace a family life such as this. He let his head fall back against the pillow. With a contented 
smile, he closed his eyes. He let the soft, sweet sound of Shane's rhythmic breathing lull him back to sleep. 
"Uncle D" Shane whispered in Dave's ear, shaking his shoulder. "Uncle D!" 

"Mmm, what?" Dave stirred slowly. 

| gotta go." 


Dave sighed. "Kay, come on" 


Still half asleep, he picked Shane up and set him on the floor. The little boy ran into the bathroom and slammed 
the door much too hard. 


Taylor twitched and groaned. "What was that?" 
"Your son using the bathroom. He must have come in sometime last night" 

"Yeah, he was knocking on the door. | just brought him in’ 

Shane climbed back in between the men and pulled Dave the orangutan into his arms. 
"Good morning, bud" 

"Morning, Daddy" 


"lm gonna go check on the rest of the kids and start breakfast." Dave stood up and pulled a pair of shorts on 


over his boxers and left the room. 
Taylor pulled Shane against his chest and tickled his belly. Shane squirmed and giggled. 


: Daddy!" 


Taylor laughed. "I love you, bud" 

"Daddy?" 

"Yeah, bud?" 

"| like it here." 

"Me too." 

"Are you always gonna live here with Uncle D?" 
"Yeah, | am. Is that okay?" 


Shane looked down at his fingers as they were playing with the orangutan's plastic eyes. 
"Yeah, | guess so." 


"What's the matter?" 

"Mommy said | have to go to school after | turn five." 

"Yes, that's true” 

"But | dont want tol" And the waterworks began 

"Aw, baby. Everybody has to go to school when they turn five. And think of all the friends you will make" 

"| don't want friends! | want you and Mommy and Uncle D and Lucy! 

"You have us, bud. School is just for a few hours every day. Then you'll go home to Mommy or come here" 
"But, but! dont want to! 


Taylor felt awful but couldn't help smiling. "Shane, don't cry. Look it's still a couple weeks away. Don't worry 


about that now. Come on, your birthday is coming up and we're going to have a big party. That will be fun’ 
"| don't want a birthday! If | don't turn five then | don't have to go to school! He wailed. 


After a moment, Dave burst in the door with a spatula in his hand. "What's wrong? Did he get hurt or 


something?" 


Taylor looked up and laughed. He had Shane curled against his chest, he was rubbing the little boy's back 


"He realized that, after he turns five in two weeks, he has to start going to school. He doesn't want to go." 


Dave was visibly relieved. "Oh. Jeez, bud! | heard you downstairs and thought you got hurt. Come on down | 
made breakfast for everybody. The rest of the boys are going to eat it all unless you come and get some 


now. 
"We'll be down in a minute." Taylor said gently. Dave nodded and left. 

"Okay, bud? Come on, everything will be fine. You'll see. You'll end up liking school, | promise." 
"No, | won't!" 


His father pulled him away from his chest. "Okay, let's not talk about it again until after your birthday. | want 
you to enjoy your birthday with me and Mommy and everybody. Understand, buddy?" 


Shane sniffled as he stared at his father. He nodded. 


Taylor held Shane's head in his hands and wiped his tears away with his thumbs. "I love you, pal. It's gonna be 
just fine." 


As soon as Shane saw all his friends in the kitchen, he forgot all about having to go to school and climbed up 
on a stool and started reaching for food. 


Dave handed Tay a mug of coffee and looked at his face, expecting an explanation 
"He's okay, just freaked out about starting school’ 

"Where's he gonna go, T?" Nate asked. "Noah starts this year too." 

“Woodcrest in Tarzana It's kind of halfway between here and his mother's." 

"Shut up! That's where he's going, too!" 


‘Oh wow. Hear that, Shane? You and Noah are gonna be in school together. See?" Taylor breathed a sigh of 


relief. 
"Daddy, you said we didn't have to talk about it anymore." 
"Ha, you're right, bud. | did." 


They had Shane's birthday party in Dave's back yard. Dave went way overboard, renting a bounce house, a ball 


pit and a water slide. There was a cotton candy maker and a popcorn cart along with an ice cream truck. And 


of course, a beer tent for the adults. Nate and the Shifletts came with the boys, Pat and his wife came, along 
with many, many others. Alison's mother and sister and her family, Taylor's parents and brother, Dave's 


mother and sister and her family came as well. 


"You know this is crazy, right?" Alison said to Taylor as they stood together, watching their son have the time 
of his life. Uncle Dave was in the pool with him on his shoulders. 


"Of course it is. Dave planned it. It would be nothing short of crazy." 

"He's wonderful with Shane." 

"I know. He's just plain wonderful.” 

Lucy approached then and put her arm around Alison's waist. 

"So none of our family members know anything about us.." Alison started. 
"After today, l'm sure some will have a clue." 

Dave and Taylor were sitting beside each other at a table under the beer tent when Dave's mother found him. 
"There you are!" 

"Hey, Mom." He stood and kissed her. 

"Taylor, where's the birthday boy?" 

"| have no idea Going nuts some place, l'm sure." 

"This party is too much." 

"Well, thank your son for that" 

"Naturally." 


"Hey Mom, um, there's something | should probably tell you." Dave looked from his mother to Taylor, who 


smiled at him. 


"You don't have to tell me anything, baby. | know. It all makes perfect sense. Enjoy each other. | love you both. 
Now let me go find that little boy." 


Dave and Taylor looked at each other and laughed. "I hope they're all that easy." 


"No shit." 

As the afternoon turned to evening, guests began to trickle out until only the band and immediate family 
members were left. Taylor was stretched out on a lounge chair with Shane asleep on his chest. Taylor's 
brother sat down next to him. 

"Hey, dude." Tay said quietly. 

"Hey. Pretty ridiculous party. | see the guest of honor couldn't hack it" 

Taylor laughed softly. "Light weight" 

"So um, you left Alison for Dave, huh?" 


"How did you know?" 


"Well, you live here with him. He threw this gigantic party. He looks at you the way | look at a steak. It all adds 


up. 
"Yeah, then | did’ 

"Well, Mom is gonna flip her shit. And Dad? He might have a stroke. Just so you know" 

"| know. Maybe they'll just continue to act oblivious” 

"They are pretty good at that 

"So you don't care?" 

"Why should I? IHs your life. OF course, | will have to deal with the phone calls from Mom so thanks for that" 
"'ll owe you one" 


"We're gonna take off. Tell the kid happy birthday for us. Talk to you soon, bro." He stood and ruffled Shane's 
hair softly and kissed Taylor's head. 


"See ya, Jay." 


After everyone went home, including Al and Lucy and Shane, Dave and Taylor climbed the stairs to the 


bedroom. 


"What a great day. Thank you so much, baby. Shane had the best birthday ever because of you." 


"Please. He had the best birthday ever because he has awesome parents." 
"And a wonderful uncle. | love you so much!" 
"| love you too." 


The lovers fell into bed, kissing, stripping clothes away from their bodies. Hands slipped and glided over bare 
skin. Taylor rolled onto his back and offered himself to his lover, who wasted no time taking what was offered. 


Dave buried his tongue inside of Tay and lapped at him, getting him wet enough to slide his cock into him. He 
pushed Taylor's knees up and against his shoulders and covered him with his body. He kissed Taylor's open 
mouth as he thrust in and out. Dave brushed Taylor's hair away from his face and peered down into his eyes. 
"You're so beautiful and this is everything to me, being inside of you." 

Taylor smiled as he pulled Dave back down into a kiss. With his arms wrapped around Dave's back, he held him 
close as Dave began trembling and moaning against his mouth. Tay locked his legs around his only's hips and 
held him tightly as Dave thrust into him deeply and shuddered. A long grunt passed from his lips into Taylor's 
mouth. He held him tightly against his chest as Dave slowly came down from his climax. 

"Mmm fuck." Dave sighed. 

"Good?" 


"Always." Dave replied as he rolled to Taylor's side. 


Chapter Twenty-nine 


Taylor stumbled down the stairs, shaking the latest dream from his brain. He'd been having these incredibly 
strange dreams lately and they were freaking him out. In the one he just had last night, Lucy decided she was 
going to stay in New York permanently and take Alison and Shane with her. Dave acted like he was happy about 
it. 


He set to work making coffee and pouring a bowl of Cheerios. The more he mulled these dreams over, the 
more he realized a common theme. Someone was trying to rip Shane out of his life. He'd never felt closer to 
the boy than he had the past couple months and now he was dreaming that someone was going to take him 
away. He huffed and shook his head. 

"Stupid ass." He muttered out loud. 

He took a cup of coffee up to Dave. Taylor set it on the table and sat on the edge of the bed. Dave was 
sprawled out on his stomach, his face pushed into the pillow. Taylor drew a finger across his cheek, pulling his 
hair away from his face. He bent and kissed Dave's forehead. 

"Good morning, lover." He whispered in his ear. 

Dave groaned and stretched. He turned on his side and pulled Taylor into bed. "Good morning. You're up early." 


"Here." Taylor wiggled out Dave's embrace and reached for the mug. 


"What's up, babe?" Dave knew something was going on with his boyfriend if he was up before him and he didn't 
let Dave snuggle him. 


Taylor took a deep breath. "I've been having dreams." 

Dave sat up and pulled Tay back against his chest. "What kind of dreams? The nightmares about Shane?" 

"Not exactly. | have all these different dreams where someone is trying to take him away from me. Last night, 
it was Lucy. She convinced Al to move to New York permanently and take Shane with them. The other night, it 
was you." 


"Me?" 


"Yeah, we'd been together for years. He was like fourteen or something and we broke up and you said that, 


since you'd been with me so long, you had a legal right to take him." 


Dave laughed. "Baby, first of all, | don't want break up with you. We worked too hard to get here. And second 


of all, IF we ever broke up, | wouldn't take Shane from you. Even if he does like me better." 


Taylor rested his head on Dave's shoulder. "Pretty stupid, | know." 

Its not stupid, hon. But nobody wants to take him from you. Look at all the love that kid gets now. From you 
and me, from Al and Lucy. He's one lucky kid. Please stop worrying." Dave wrapped an arm around Tay's head 
and pulled his forehead against his lips. 

‘lm one lucky guy. Thanks." 

"You are a lucky guy. Imagine you landing all this.” 

"I believe it's your modesty and humility | love the most" 

"Liar. It's my body." 

Taylor took the mug from Dave's hand and put it back on the table. He turned to face Dave and kneeled on the 
bed between his legs. He held the brunette's head in both hands and kissed his mouth. Dave wrapped his arms 
around Tay's back and pulled him in tighter. He slid his hands onto Taylor's ass and leaned forward. The 
drummer maneuvered his legs over Dave's thighs and around his waist as Dave pushed him over, onto his 


back. 


"Remember that thing | did a couple weeks ago when you made me lie to you about a PR meeting?" Dave asked 


him as he hovered above. 

"Yog" 

I'm ready to tell you what | was doing." 

"Oh, you are?" 

"Yog" 

"What were you doing?" 

| was making sure, with or without me, you'd always have a home." 

"What do you mean?" 

"After the divorce, | made Lisa and her kids my beneficiaries. | changed it to you." 
"You did?" Taylor pushed him up and sat up, legs still overlapping. 


"Yeah. | mean, | know you don't need it, but for Shane. And | know you'd do the right thing.” 


Taylor tried hard to keep his emotions in check. He didn't want to burst into tears right there in his 
boyfriend's arms. But then, if you can't cry out of joy in your boyfriend's arms, where can you? He smiled and 
let the tears come. 

"Pussy." Dave whispered with a smile. 

"| love you." 

"| love you more." 

"| doubt that" Taylor replied as Dave leaned over him again. 

‘Oh, really? | guess | have to prove it then" 

"| guess you do." 

Dave sat back on his knees and pulled Taylor's shorts off and then wiggled out of his own boxers. He covered 
his boyfriend's stunning body with his and kissed him, sliding his tongue into Tay's mouth. He moaned softly 
when Taylor's hands ran lightly down his back and rested on his ass. Dave began to slowly rock his pelvis 
against Taylor. And then he looked at Taylor with a twinkle in his eye. He slid down and took Taylor in his 
mouth, sucking him hard and deep into his throat. 

"Oh fuck me, | am lucky!" Taylor groaned as Dave bobbed his head up and down 

Dave chuckled against his cock. "It gets even better, love." 

He straddled the drummer's hips and slowly lowered himself until Taylor was deep inside of him. 

"Goddamn, D." 

"Good, baby?" 

"Real fucking good, keep going." 


Dave lowered his head and kissed his only as he continued to ride him. "Fuck." He groaned. 


"Please don't stop." The blonde haired lover moaned and he slid his hands up Dave's thighs to his waist and 
gripped it, trying to increase Dave's rhythm. 


Dave smirked and slid off of Taylor. He laid on his side and pulled Taylor behind him. Tay pulled Dave's thigh up 
over his hip and entered him. Dave leaned forward so his chest was against the bed and Tay reached an arm 


around him and held him close as he pumped in and out. 


"D, l'm gonna..oh, soon" Tay panted, burying his face in Dave's hair. 

"Come on, babe. Give it to me." 

Taylor pushed deep inside and moaned loudly in Dave's ear as his body bucked and shuddered. 
With an exhausted sigh, he slipped out of Dave and flopped onto his back. 

"Damn." 

"Good morning to youl" Dave said with a laugh. 

"Good morning is right." He replied and smacked Dave's bare ass. 

Taylor was just getting out of the shower when Dave ducked his head in. “Al's on the phone, she sounds upset" 
"Shit. Okay, tell her I'll be there in a sec. Let me just put a pair of shorts on" 

A minute later, D handed him his phone as gave a shrug. "She wouldn't tell me." 

"Hey. What's up, Al?" 


"There's video on the internet of me and Lucy picking Shane up from school with all kinds of rumors about 


Taylor Hawkins’ ex-wife being a lesbian. How did this happen?!" Al screeched hysterically. 
"Okay, okay. Calm down. It's all right. We can get it taken care of. Is Shane in the clip?" 
"Yes! Jesus, Taylor. | can't believe this!" She sobbed. 

"Babe, it's okay. Let me make a phone call and we'll get it taken care of. Relax." 

"Easy for you to say! Nobody's outed youl” 

"Nobody's outed you, either. Its a silly internet rumor. 

Al went quiet on the other end of the call 

"Al? It's just you and Luce picking him up, right?" 


"We kissed. In the car, waiting for him to come out. It was just a quick peck, really. But you can tell just from 


the way we are that we're together." 


Tay sighed. "Its okay. It doesn't matter. We'll get it taken down. I'll call you back" 

From Taylor's side of the conversation, Dave realized what had happened and was already searching on his iPad. 
"Dude, here." And he showed Tay what he found. It was about a minute long and sure enough, it showed Al in 
the driver's seat of her car, turned toward Lucy in the passenger seat. They were talking and laughing and the 
way Al looked at Lucy, Taylor remembered that look She used to gaze at him that way. And then she leaned 


into Lucy and kissed her. A moment later, Al got out of the car and greeted Shane with a hug. She helped into 
the back seat of the car, strapped him to his booster seat, kissed his cheek and off she drove. 


He raised his eyes to Dave's. He didn't really care about anything except getting it taken down for Shane's sake. 


"IIl call" Dave told him. 


Within a few hours, the video clip was removed but the seed had been planted. Now it appeared every gossip 
magazine and website was after them for a comment. 


"You need to decide how to handle this." Dave told Taylor as gently as possible. 

"I do? Why me?" 

"Because | don't care one way or the other. If you want me to decide, I'd simply take you down Hollywood 
Boulevard and let them take all the pictures they want of me jamming my tongue down your throat. But, you 


know, that's just how | would handle it." 


"If we didn't have the kid, I'd say that's an excellent idea. | keep saying | want to be a good example to the kid 
so we have to put our big boy pants on and do this right" 


"And after, can we take them off?" Dave asked with a smirk. 


Chapter Thirty 


Lucy and Al, Dave and Taylor sat at the conference table at their lawyers’ offices. 


Two men in suits sat on the opposite side. Dave and Tay knew the men well enough, but they both still felt 
uneasy around them. And if they felt uneasy, Lucy and Al probably felt scared as shit. 


"Okay, so we have a clip of the newly divorced Mrs. Hawkins canoodling with Ms. Kruznic. And now everybody 
and their brother wants to know what the status is of, not only their relationship, but yours as well." 


Dave nodded. "In a nutshell." 

"What would you like to do?" 

Dave and Taylor looked at each other for a moment before Dave reached for his hand. 

"We're going to let everyone know that we're together. We thought we'd just let them see us together 
somewhere, answer a few questions, let them get a few pictures and that's it. This way, we're done with it and 
the attention is off of Al and Lucy. And Share. It's me and Tay they really want to know about so let us go 
out there with our heads held high and take the heat off the girls." 

"Nol You can't do that. Tay, that's crazy. Why would you do that? They'll have a field day with it" 

Taylor leaned toward Al and took her hand in his free hand. "Al, this is what we have to do. Remember | told 
you that this is all going to be a huge lesson for our son? | want him to grow up understanding what real, 
honest love is. This is part of the lesson I'm proud of who | am and who | choose to love. This is going to be 
uncomfortable, sure. But I'd do it all over again to teach my son a good lesson. First we have to talk to the 
rest of our families. | would never hear the end of it if my mother dropped dead of a heart attack because 
she saw me on TV before | had a chance to tell them." 

"Okay, in the meantime, we will deal with the press. And you let us know when you're ready to face it” 


Dave shifted uncomfortably on the Hawkins' sofa. 


| was surprised when you called, Taylor. We were just over for Shane's birthday. We never get to see you so 


often. What's going on?" His mother asked. 
"Well, there's something we need to talk to you about. Did you wonder why the party was at Dave's?" 
"We just assumed because there was more room there." 


"| live there, Mom. Since the divorce." 


"Ah, well that's nice, dear. Dave, it's nice that you would do that." 


Taylor sighed. His parents could be so damn clueless sometimes. "Mom, | live there because I'm with Dave. Like, 


WITH him" He put his hand on Dave's thigh. 

"Oh! Ohhh!" 

"With him like that?" His father asked. 

"Yes. Didn't you wonder why Al and | got the divorce?" 
"We didn't think it was because you were gay!" 

"Well, | guess | am." 

And an uncomfortable silence blanketed the room. 
"What about Shane?" His mother finally asked. 


"What about him? Alison and | are in complete agreement with how he's being raised. He spends a lot of time 


with Dave and me, as much time as he spends with Al" 

"But does he know that you're gay?" 

"He's five, Mom" 

"Does he know that you and Dave..?" 

"That Dave and | what? Love each other? Care about each other? Are happy? Yes, he knows those things” 
"That you sleep together. Do you sleep together?" 

"Yes. And it's fucking incredible. Is that what you want to hear?" 

"Taylor!" His father gasped 

"For God's sake, get your heads out of your asses! Or the bottle, even Do you really think Im going to let my 
five year old son see me with Dave like that? Jesus Christ. Just because lim with a man does not mean Im 


constantly in his pants and I've lost all sense of self-control and responsibility. This is ridiculous!" 


Dave smirked when he heard ‘constantly in his pants. 


"But I'm sure he must be confused about why his parents aren't together." 


"If he is, he hasn't asked. You never questioned my parenting before, now you think I'm an awful parent 


because l'm gay?" 
"Well, but..." 


"Forget it. Dave, lets go. You know, | just wanted to give you the courtesy of telling you privately before you 


see something on TV about us. | don't even care if you understand or support us." 

In the truck, Taylor sat quietly in the passenger seat, looking out the window. He angrily brushed a betraying 
tear away as it spilled over. Dave gently touched his thigh as he drove out of the sleepy neighborhood and 
onto the freeway. 

‘Its okay, love." He tried. 


Its not okay, its fucking fucked up!" 


"Hon, you just dropped a bomb on them. And they're not very perceptive in the first place. Just let it sink in a 
little and try them again in a while.” 


"Ugh, | fucking can't. | mean your mother just smiled and told us she loved us. And my mother thinks | fuck 
you in front of my son What the fuck?" 


"Babe, please don't get so upset. They'll come around, | know they will” 


"And my father just sat there! Hardly said a word except when | cursed at my mother. It was like being 


sixteen years old again" 

Dave smiled. He moved his hand to the back of Taylor's neck and gave it a gentle squeeze. 

When they got home, Taylor headed right for the studio where they set up one of his kits right next to 
Dave's. The two men sat down and fell easily into a fast hard rhythm, each challenging the other to keep up. 
After about a half an hour, Dave gave up. 

"Damn, babe. You kicked my ass." He stood up and wiped his face with the hem of his shirt. 

"Pussy." 

Dave picked up his guitar then and smiled at his boyfriend. "Go. I'll wing it” 


They jammed together for a couple hours then. Every time they hit upon something they liked, Dave recorded 
it for possible future use. 


"Thanks, | needed that." Tay said as they headed upstairs for a shower. 
"Any time, babe. Now, | know another way to make you feel good.” 
‘Oh, you do?" 


"Hell yes, | do." Dave pulled him into the bathroom and started the water in the shower. "You may still have a 


sense of self-control, but mine's gone." 


"Perfect" Taylor murmured as Dave licked the sweat from his neck. 


Chapter Thirty-one 


His phone started ringing in his pocket. When he pulled it out, he noted it was his mother. With a sigh, he 


answered it. 

"Hi Mom." 

"Taylor, you shouldn't have walked out the other day." 

"Do you have any idea how ignorant you sounded?" 

"But you just came in and surprised the hell out of us! We were not prepared at all." 

‘| understand that but some of the things you said, like does Shane know l'm gay. He's five years old, he 
doesn't understand what that means. He knows that Alison and | still care about each other and him. He knows 
that Dave and | live together and love and need each other. | want my son to grow up knowing that the only 
thing that matters is love. It doesn't matter who, it only matters that you take care of each other." 

"And that's admirable, dear, but you don't think its a little unrealistic?" 

"Why?" 

"Because that's not how the world works." 

"That's how my world will work." 


"I think you're fooling yourself." 


‘lm sorry you feel that way. Like | told you, | don't care if you understand or support me. | just wanted to let 


you know so that you weren't surprised." 
| support you, Taylor. | always have." 


| appreciate that. Now, | have to get going. Dave and | are going out tonight so we can come out. Watch the 
news tomorrow morning.’ 


And with that, he hung up on his mother. 
He sat on the bed, mulling the conversation over in his head. 


"Why are you so hard on her?" Dave asked as he emerged from the closet, dressed in a black suit and white 
button down shirt, open at the collar. 


"Damn Look at you. You look fantastic.” 

Dave bent and kissed his lover. "Why are you so hard on your mother?" He repeated 

"I'm not hard on her. Its just frustrating to hear so clearly that they're terrified of this" 
"Wouldn't you be? What if you were them and Shane was you?" 


"That's why I'm so bent on raising him to be open minded and open hearted. Because | don't want him to ever 


feel like this." 

"Like what? Tell me exactly how you're feeling right now." Dave said as he sunk down onto the bed next to Tay. 
"Angry, sad, scared. Most of all, let down and lonely. Not lonely like I'm alone, but isolated. You have this 
amazing mother who never bats an eye when you hit her with some crazy shit. She just smiles, pats your 
head and tells you she loves you. I, on the other hand, have parents who pretend everything is perfect" 

‘'m sorry you feel that way, babe. Is there anything | can do? What are you scared of?" 


"That, even with the best intentions, lim fucking up." 


"| don't think you are. | think you're doing the right thing. You're standing up for what you believe. How could 


that ever be wrong?" 

“Because of the kid" 

"Look, what if the best lesson you can teach him right now is to stand up for himself? | know you have grand 
dreams of him learning all about love but maybe all you need to teach him right now is that, no matter what 
happens, you can have the courage to stand up for what you believe in" 


Taylor leaned against Dave's shoulder. "You're pretty fucking smart for a dropout" 


"Yeah, | know." Dave put an arm around Tay's shoulders and pulled him tighter against him. He kissed that soft, 
blonde hair. "Get dressed, we gotta get going now." 


Taylor dressed in a charcoal suit with a Queen t-shirt underneath and a pair of sneakers. 
| feel overdressed” He complained in the car Dave hired to pick them up. 
"You look amazing. Maybe later, | can fix this overdressed problem." 


"Let's just go back home now then" 


‘Its gonna be just fine, babe. I'm right here, we'll get through it together." 

"Should have asked the rest of the guys to come too." 

"They don't want to be here for this" Dave said with a smirk. 

"Why are you smiling like that?" 

And he surprised Taylor when the car picked up Chris, Nate and Pat also. 

"We wouldn't miss this. We're behind you guys." Pat explained with that silly Pat smile. 
Taylor hugged him. "Thank you guys so much!" 


The black, stretch limo dropped them off in front of Grauman's Chinese Theater for a movie premier. They 
agreed to lend a song to the soundtrack and in turn, got an invite to the party. 


Dave exited the car first and gave the cameras his best smile. He then turned back to the car and extended 
his hand to Taylor. When he took Dave's hand and stepped out of the car, the paparazzi went crazy. Camera 
flashes blinded them as they stepped forward. The rest of the boys followed with smiles and waves. 


Taylor let out the breath he was holding when a friendly face approached. A woman they both knew from the 


entertainment channel, someone they've spoken to several times in the past. 


"Guys, really good to see you. | know there's been a lot of rumors swirling around Um, anything you want to 


say about them?" 


"No, we don't really give voices to rumors." Dave told her. He was still gripping Taylor's hand in his, simply 


waiting for it to be noticed. Taylor fidgeted next to him. 

"So there's no truth to them?" 

"| didn't say that." Dave said as the corner of his mouth curled up in a smile. 

Her eyes finally drifted down to their hands. "Are you together?" 

Taylor was frustrated with himself for allowing Dave to do all the talking. He talked a big game about standing 
up for himself but he was frozen with fear. He closed his eyes for a brief moment and a memory of Shane 
sound asleep in the bed between him and Dave flashed before him. 


"Yes." He blurted out. "Yes, Dave and | are together. We're together." 


Dave had been about to say something, Instead, he turned to look at Taylor, his mouth open, his eyes smiling. 


The woman's mouth dropped as she stared at Taylor. 

"kay, we're going inside now." Pat interrupted with a hand on each of their shoulders and urged them forward 
Once settled in their seats, Dave squeezed his hand. "Ya okay?" 

"Im okay. You okay?" 

"lim okay.” 

"Thanks, Pat" 

"No problem whatsoever. | just hope you're prepared for the shit storm now” 


And shit storm, it was. The following day, they were in the house, answering phone calls from the PR firm, the 


lawyers, Alison, Dave's Mom, Lisa, some friends and extended family members. 

Taylor sighed, turned his phone off and tossed it across the couch. "Fuck this. | am done for the day." 

Dave was standing at the kitchen island, putting out another fire with God knows who. When his conversation 
was over, he did the same. He turned his phone off and set it on the granite countertop. "That's a good idea. 
Tomorrow is another day." 

"Can't wait" Tay said, rolling his eyes. l'm going downstairs." 

"Want company?" Dave asked, trying not to sound concerned or hopeful. 

"Nah. Just gonna beat the shit out of them for a little while." 


"Okay" 


Tay stood up and raked his fingers through his hair. Dave watched him cross the room and disappear down 
the stairs. 


The singer decided he was going to need something to distract him so he didn't run down those steps and pull 
his only into his arms. He wandered outside and started cleaning the pool. After that, he still heard Tay banging 


it out so he decided he was going to wash his car. 


Dave was about to put all the car wash supplies away after washing and waxing his sedan when he glanced at 


Taylor's truck. Since he still heard him playing, he decided to wash the truck as well 


When he completed that distracting task, he was at his wit's end. He left Tay alone as long as he possibly could. 


He opened the door to the studio and stood in the doorway, watching. Taylor was a sweaty, frantic mess. Dave 
glanced down and noticed several broken sticks littering the floor. When he finally finished, he bent over the 


snare in front of him, panting. 


"Baby." Dave said quietly as he crossed the room, stepping over the broken sticks. Dave was immediately 


reminded of the night he found Taylor bent over his piano, dirty and disheveled and out of his mind. 
Taylor lifted his head with a smile. "You sound scared. Did | freak you out?" 
"No, not at all. Are you okay?" 


Taylor laughed. "I did freak you out. I'm okay. | was heading down that road, I'll be honest. But | had only to look 


around and remember where | was. With you. As bad as shit may get, I'm still with you." 


Dave exhaled. "Good. And don't you ever fucking forget it. Now you owe me, | just washed and waxed your 


truck." 

‘Oh, you did? Thanks, babe." 

"Yes, you're welcome. Come with me, | want to show you something.” 

Dave led Taylor around back to the pool and proceeded to remove the blonde's shorts and then his own shorts 
and t-shirt. He held his only's hand and jumped into the pool, pulling Tay wih him. When they surfaced, Dave 
wrapped his arms around Taylor's neck and kissed him. 

He walked Taylor over to the steps of the pool and turned him over so his knees were on one step and his 
chest was pressed against the top step. Dave ran his tongue down Tay's wet spine and onto his ass. He raised 
his ass out of the water more and dipped his tongue into him. Dave slid an arm around his lover's hip and 
wrapped his fingers around Taylor's cock and stroked him. 

He pulled up and entered Tay with one swift thrust. Taylor grunted and threw his head back, splashing Dave 
with his wet hair. Dave reached out and grabbed a handful of that hair to hold onto as he fucked his 
boyfriend. 

Taylor whimpered and arched his back, pushing his ass against Dave. 

"Does that feel good, baby?" Dave growled. 

"Fuck yes, do it harder.” 


"Ohhh!" Dave groaned and not only slammed into Taylor harder but squeezed his hand harder around Tay as he 
stroked him. He continued pumping in and out until he felt that delicious pressure building, threatening to 


explode. He pulled out and stroked himself as Taylor flipped over and held himself in one hand under the water 
while he pulled Dave into his mouth with the other. As soon as Dave released and Taylor swallowed it all down, 
Dave pulled Taylor out of the water and sucked him into his mouth, running his lips up and down his shaft 
easily, delighted in the cool water dripping off of him. 


Afterward, they snuggled together on one of the lounge chairs, bodies turned into each other, legs entwined, 


Tay lazily stroked Dave's wet hair. 


"This is heaven" 


"Nope, it's home." 


Chapter Thirty-two 


"Aw baby, everything's gonna be okay." Lucy stroked Alison's hair and whispered into her ear. 


The blonde woman sobbed against Lucy's chest as she held her. They laid together on the bed after returning 


from Dave and Taylor's lawyers’ offices. 

"im scared, Luce." Al sobbed, her hands clutched at Lucy's hips. 

"| know you are, hon. Honestly, we're going to be just fine. You'll see." 
"Mommy?" Shane wandered in. 

"Hey, kid" Alison quickly wiped her eyes and sat up. "Come here." 
Shane climbed onto the bed and squished himself between Al and Lucy. 
‘Mommy, why are you crying?" 


"Oh! Oh, Mommy's just being silly. Something happened where some mean people were trying to upset Mommy 
and Lucy." 


"What happened?" Shane's eyes widened. 


"Nothing, baby. Its not important now. Everything's okay. | want you to know, though, that your Daddy and 


Uncle Dave and Lucy and Mommy love you very, very much, okay?" 
"Okay, Mommy. I'm hungry.” 


Alison laughed softly. "You're hungry, huh? I'm hungry too. I'm gonna gobble you up!" And she started to tickle 
her son and pretended to bite his little neck 


Shane laughed and squirmed. "Lucy, help!" 

"Help Mommy? Okay?" And Lucy started tickling the boy also. 

Shane sat on his knees on the chair at the breakfast table while Al and Lucy made dinner. He rested his little 
face on his hands, his elbows propped on the table, watching them. He laughed when Lucy made faces at him 


or goosed Alison and made her yelp. 


Lucy sat down next to him and slid a plate in front of him. "This is called pad thai, Shane. It's noodles with 
vegetables and shrimp. Try it" 


At first, Shane looked at it and wrinkled his nose. Lucy picked up the fork and shoveled a fork full in her 


mouth. 

"Oh, Al. You nailed it. This is delicious. Well done, you." 

Lucy stuck a shrimp with the fork and offered it to Shane. "Just try. | promise it's good." 
"It looks weird." 


"I know. It does look weird but even things that don't look the way you expect are still quite delicious." She said 
as she glanced at Alison 


Shane looked at his mother, who smiled at him. He decided to be brave and try it. He opened his mouth and let 
Lucy feed him the shrimp. 


"Well?" Lucy smiled at him. "Good?" 

"Okay" 

"Good boy" Lucy ruffled his hair. "More?" 

"Okay" 

"Alison!" Lucy screamed. She was flipping through the channels and saw a flash of Dave and Taylor in suits. 


Well, kind of in suits, talking to Giuliana Rancic from the E! Channel. Her mouth fell open when she watched a 
nervous Taylor say, "Yes. Yes, Dave and | are together. We're together." 


"Holy Shit, they did it! ALISON! 

Alison rushed into the room. "I was putting Shane to bed. What is if?" 

Lucy pointed at the TV just as Pat was pushing the two men forward, past Giuliana 
"Oh! Did they say anything?" 

"Taylor just told her they were together" 

Alison sunk down on the sofa. "He did it! 

"They did it. | can't believe they did it" Lucy sat down next to her. 


Slowly, Alison smiled. "You see why | married that man?" 


‘Of course | do. | see why he married you as well" Lucy touched Al's thigh before reaching her hand up to 


cup her chin and draw her into a kiss. "Shane's asleep, you say?" 

"Pretty close. He was snuggled up with Dave when | heard you calling me." 

Lucy giggled. "Dave." 

"Dave the monkey." 

"| know, it's just funny as shit he named it Dave." 

"It fits somehow, don't you think?" 

"| do." 

"So you fucked the monkey. How was he?" 

Lucy leaned over Alison, forcing her onto her back. "Shut up." She smiled before she pressed her lips to Al's 
neck. Lucy stretched out on the sofa, sliding between Al and the back of it and continued kissing and nibbling. 
Alison moaned and snaked her fingers into Lucy's hair. Lucy slipped a hand up the leg of Al's shorts and ran 
her fingertips over Al's panties, pressing firmly. Al gasped and closed her eyes, letting her head drop back. 
Lucy's skilled fingers pushed the panties aside and slipped inside of Alison. 

"Oh fuck!" Al groaned. 

"lm gonna make you come in your panties, baby." Lucy whispered with a sneer. 

"Jesus, Lucy!" 

"I take it this is agreeable to you?" 


"Yes! Pleasel" 


"Mmm, good girl" Lucy pushed a third finger in and flicked her tongue against Alison's earlobe. While she slid 
her fingers in and out of Alison, she rubbed her thumb against the wet, throbbing little clitoris. 


"God, Lucy! Kiss me, please kiss me! I'm gonna..ch shit, please!" Alison was writhing, clutching at Lucy's hair. 
Lucy locked her lips against Alison's, pushing her tongue into Al's mouth, muffling her loud groans. 


The following morning, Alison called Taylor. 


‘| was shocked! | can't believe you did it! How's it going? Getting a lot of shit about it?" 


"A little. Dave's handling the PR and the lawyers and shit. I'm handling our friends and families. So far, my 
parents have been assholes, Jay and Dave's family has been great. Been a long day and it's only eleven in the 
morning. How are you?" 

"Great, proud of you." 

"Huh. Proud of your gay ex-husband. Weird." 

"Don't take that sarcastic tone with me, Hawkins. | am very proud of you. You're a good man." 

"Thanks." Taylor said flatly. 


"What's the matter?" 


"Do you think | did the right thing? | keep thinking that Shane isn't old enough to be dragged through this. What 


if other kids at school are cruel to him?" 

‘Isn't that why you're teaching him to be open minded and courageous? For when he has to deal with shit?" 
"Yeah but he's too young now!" 

"Nah, stop worrying. He's gonna be fine, Tay." 

"Thanks, Al. lIl get him from school tomorrow." 

"Sounds good. Enjoy the rest of your phone calls." 

"Awesome, thanks." 


Friday afternoon, Taylor pulled his truck up behind Nate's SUV outside of the school. He jumped out and walked 


around to the passenger side of Nate's car. 
"Heyl" He said as he opened the door and sat down on the seat. 
"Hey, T. How are you? How is everything since the other night?" 


"Good. Lots of phone calls. But | think things have died down now. We'll have Shane all weekend. You guys want 


to come over and hang out?" 
"Yeah, maybe tomorrow." 


"Cool." 


Hey, T” 

"Yeah?" 

"Would you do it all over again?" 
"What do you mean?" 


‘| mean getting married and having Shane. You um, you knew even then that you were in love with Dave, right? 


Would you make that mistake again to get Shane out of it?" 


Taylor studied Nate's earnest expression. "You mean ignore how | feel and break a woman's heart in order to 


get a great kid out of it?" 
Nate nodded. 


"| don't know. It's like you're asking which is worth more to me, more time with D or my son. They're not 


mutually exclusive. They mean almost the same to me" 
"Are you as happy as you think you'll ever be?" 

"No. lIl be happier than | am right now. I'm sure of that" 

Nate nodded. "I hope you're right 

Taylor gave him a strange look "You're freaking me out. What's with you and these questions?" 


"Oh, nothing. I'm just oddly fascinated with how it all came about. Doesn't it piss you off to have waited all 
these years?" 


"No, not really. That's what | mean. | wasn't entirely miserable. | had a great life with Al and | love her and 


Shane is proof of that. | didn't wait. | lived." 
"Then what happened?" 


"| couldn't live without him anymore. Lucy came along and | recognized her as the one person who could take 


him away. | gambled everything, hoping that if he had to pick one of us, it would be me." 
"And it was." 


Tay nodded. "I got lucky." 


"| admire your courage, T." 
"Thanks. Ned. That means a lot" 


Tay looked past Nate to see Shane and Noah coming down the sidewalk toward them. 


"Here they come. See you tomorrow?" 


Chapter Thirty-three 


"Daddy?" Shane sat at the island, eating oatmeal for breakfast. It was a lazy, autumn Saturday morning. 


"Yeah, bud?" Taylor was leaning on his arms that were folded on top of the island He had a mug of coffee in 


front of him. 

‘It's Halloween soon. We're having a party at school." 

"You are?!" Taylor stood up straight and stared at Shane with wide eyes. 

"Yes. | need a really cool costume!" 

"Oh, well of course. What do you want to be?" 

"| don't know. Noah says his Daddy said he can be Mario. Maybe | can be Luigi.” 

"Yeah, we can do that." 

"But | kind of had another idea" 

"Okay." 

"Wait right here, okay Daddy?" 

"Okay, bud" 

Shane slid off the stool and ran upstairs. Taylor smiled to himself, he marveled at the way Shane sounded 
more and more like a tiny adult. Then he heard the boy squeal and giggle and the unmistakable sound of Dave 
growling. 


Dave came down the steps with Shane in his arms and Dave the monkey in Shane's arms. Dave held the boy 


out horizontally, away from his body. Shane held the stuffed animal under him like it was an airplane. 
"Look who | found, Daddy!" 

"Do you mean Dave or Uncle Dave?" 

"Both!" 


Taylor chuckled. He walked around the island and greeted Dave with a kiss. 


"So what's this other idea, buddy?" 

| wanna be an orangutang!" 

Dave laughed. "What?" 

"We're discussing Halloween costumes." 

"Ah. | think that's a perfect costume for a little monkey." He started tickling Shane's belly. 
"You're a monkey!" He giggled. 

"What did you call me?" Dave shouted. 

"A monkey!" Shane yelled, squealing. 

"Easy, easy.” Taylor said, giving Dave a look. 

"Sorry, Daddy yelled at you." Dave said, setting Shane down on the stool. 
"He yelled at you, Uncle D" 

"You're right, he did" Dave said down next of Shane and pouted. 

"Oh stop, you big baby." Taylor set a mug of coffee in front of Dave. 
Dave continued to playfully pout. 

Shane giggled at him. 

"You're obnoxious." Taylor told him. 

"What's obnoshus?" 

"Your uncle is obnoxious. It means he's acting like a big baby." 

"Big baby!" Shane repeated. 

"Tell your Daddy I'll stop being a baby if he kisses me." 

"Daddy, you gotta kiss him." 


"Oh, very well" Taylor sighed and rolled his eyes. He leaned across the island and Dave slid a hand around the 


back of Tay's head and pulled him closer. He pressed his lips to his boyfriend's and kissed him quickly but there 
was no mistaking the intent behind it. 


‘| love you." Dave told him. 

"I love you, too. So | guess we're going costume shopping today?" 
"Yay!" Shane shouted. 

Taylor cringed and Dave laughed. 


They piled into Tay's truck and drove out to the only costume store Tay could think of. It was mobbed with 
people. 


‘Maybe waiting until two weeks before was a bad idea" 


"Is okay, we know what we're looking for so we'll be in and out. We'll have to figure something else out if they 


don't have a monkey costume." 


Dave held Shane's little paw as they crossed the parking lot toward the store. He glanced at Taylor when he 


saw other people turning to stare at them. 


When they walked in the door, a young woman who worked at the store greeted them with, "Oh my God! | saw 


you guys on TV and you're so cutel | was so touched when you came out, it made me cry." 
"Um, thanks. | know we're late to the party here but we need a monkey costume for the kid" 
"You must be Shane!" The girl bent and ruffled the kid's hair. 

Shane leaned into Dave's hip and giggled shyly. 

"He's adorable!" 

"Thanks. Any monkey suits?" 

"Sorry. | don't think we ever got any monkeys this year." 


"Okay, thank you." Taylor didn't waste any time. With a hand on Shane's shoulder, he steered the boy out the 


door with Dave bringing up the rear. 
"Good luck with finding the monkey!" The girl called. 


"Thank youl" Dave smiled. 


Back in the truck, Dave pulled out his phone. "I have an idea" 
After a short conversation with his mother, Dave turned to Shane in the back seat. 
"Wanna go see my Mommy, bud?" 


"Yeah!" 


Dave's mother lived in a mid-century ranch in Encino, a short drive from Dave's. He opened the door and 


walked right in, calling "Mom?" 

Taylor and Shane followed. 

"In the kitchen!" 

Virginia was seated at a small, round breakfast table. The newspaper was spread out in front of her. 
"Ah, good morning boys!" She smiled. 

Dave stooped and kissed her. "Good morning, Mom." 

"Where's my little man? Is he hiding? Shane, you're not shy, are you?" 
Shane held Taylor's hand and hid behind him. 

"You know Virginia, bud. Uncle Dave's Mommy." 

"| know." Shane whispered. "But we never came to her house before." 
"Oh, | guess you're right. But thats okay. Go say hello." 


"Shane, Dave tells me you want to be an orangutan for Halloween. That sounds like a cool costume. And you 
know what?" 


"What?" Still whispering. 
"| know how to make that." 
"You do?" And he started inching his way out from behind his father. 


"| sure do." 


"You can make his costume, Gin?" Taylor asked, surprised. 

"Of course | can. Being poor makes you inventive, right?" She smiled at Dave. 

It sure does." 

"Bud, how does that sound? She's going to make your costume for you. What do you say?" 
"Thank you." 


‘Oh, I'm sorry. | didn't hear that. You see, when people thank me, | insist upon hugs and kisses too." Virginia 


teased the boy. 


Shane giggled shyly and slowly crossed the room and let Virginia pull him into her lap. She snuggled him and 
kissed his cheek. 


"Taylor, he looks more and more like you every time | see him" 

"Poor kid" Taylor said, shaking his head. 

"Nonsense." 

"Yeah, nonsense, baby. You're gorgeous." Dave put his arm around Taylor's neck and kissed his cheek. 


"Now Shane, this is very important” Virginia started, getting Shane's attention again. "We have to go shopping. 
We have to find the perfect material for an orangutan What do you think that looks like?" 


'Like Dave” 
Taylor and Dave laughed. Virginia looked at her son 

"He has a stuffed one at home that he named Dave" Tay explained 
"Ah. Well, | imagine that's the perfect model then. What color is he?" 
"Orange. 

"So we need something orange and furry, yes?" 

"Yeah!" 


"Okay, let's go find us some furry, orange material." 


Dave sat in the back of the truck with Shane while Virginia directed Tay to the closest fabric and hobby store. 


Again, it was crowded. All the other costume makers were there, getting their supplies also. Dave carried 


Shane in one arm and put the other around his mother's shoulders. More people stopped and stared. 

A short, middle-aged woman approached, shaking an angry finger at them. "| think it's despicable and an 
abomination against God, what the two of you are doing! And look at you, exposing that child to such indecency! 
How dare youl" 

Taylor was too stunned for words. Dave was about to fire back when he remembered he had Shane in his 
arms. Virginia, on the other hand, simply smiled at the woman and took her arm, firmly guiding her away from 
her son and his family. 

"I think it's despicable that you even have an opinion about my son and his family, much less an ignorant, 
hateful one. | think you're the abomination, breeding hate and intolerance. HOW DARE YOU! Now, kindly leave me 


and my family alone or | shall make you sorry you even looked in our direction. Have a nice day, madam." 


Virginia turned back and smiled at Shane. "Come on, dear, let's find the perfect material to make your 


costume." 


Dave and Taylor fell in step behind her and stared at each other. Dave was bursting inside at how awesome 


his mother was. Taylor was churning, about to be sick, over what his son had to witness 
"Uncle Dave?" Shane whispered. 

"Yeah, bud! 

"What's a abommanation?" 

"Hts something that lady is. It means something that shouldn't exist! 

"That lady shouldn't exist?" 

"Well, she can but not her nasty meanness. 

"Oh." 

"Understand?" 

"| think so" 


"Good" 


"Why did she say that about you?" 

"She thinks that me and your Daddy shouldn't love each other. 

"How come?" 

"Because she thinks-" 

And Virginia cut him off with a knowing glance. "Look Shane! This looks perfect, right?" 


After they found everything they needed, Taylor took Shane directly out to the truck to wait. Dave met his 


glance and cocked his head to the side, a silent question Taylor replied with a faint smile and nod 
"Mom, can you make me one too? Let's go back and get more stuff. Make a costume for me too?" 
"Why you?" 

"Because | want to be a monkey too" 


"Darling, you already are a monkey.” She gripped his chin in her hand and beamed at her son. "You know how 


proud | am of you?" 

"A little?" 

"Yeah, just a smidgen. Is he okay?" 

"I think so. | worry about him, he's trying so hard. Too hard, you know? It's like he's forgotten that he's still 
just a guy who's going to make some mistakes here and there. There's this whole new pressure he's put on 
himself." 

"Well, | can relate to that. Its tough being a newly single parent and now he's a newly gay, newly single parent. 
He's trying to do the right thing for you and the right thing for Shane. Sometimes thats not the same thing, 
dear. Hang in there." 

"| don't need him to do the right thing for me all the time. | just need him, good and bad and right and wrong." 
"So tell him that." 

Dave smiled and hugged his mother. "Yes, Mother." 


After he loaded everything in the back of the truck, he slid into the back seat again 


"Everybody okay? Who wants lunch?" 


"| dol" Shane piped up. 
"Lunch sounds lovely. I'm in" 
And Taylor remained quiet. 


"Tay. Who wants lunch?" Dave repeated in a firm voice, causing Taylor to turn and look at him. 


Dave smiled and squeezed his shoulder. "You pick" 


Taylor thought, ‘Home, | just want to go home. | don't want to risk exposing him to more of that bullshit: But 
he saw the look in his boyfriend's eyes. He felt the calm encouragement coming from Virginia sitting beside 
him. He realized what the Grohls seemed to already know. Every day held both challenge and opportunity and 


he was not about to hide from them. 


"Okay, my pick." He said with a smile. 


Chapter Thirty-four 


"How are you?" Dave asked as he turned toward Taylor. 

Tay had just tucked Shane into bed and returned to the family room where Dave was stretched out on the 
couch. The drummer climbed onto the couch, wedging his body between the back and Dave, who opened his 
arm and let Tay rest his head on his shoulder. Dave's hand fell to stroke Taylor's hair. 

"lm okay. He asked me why that woman at the store said that you and | shouldn't love each other." 

"What did you say?" 

"I told him that some people think that only Mommies and Daddies should love each other, not Daddies and fake 
Uncles or Mommies and other girls like Lucy. | always knew this conversation was looming but | hate that a 
total stranger forced me to have it with him now. It's such bullshit." 


"Do you think he understood what you were trying to tell him?" 


"I'm not sure. | tried to tell him that the woman was wrong and it doesn't matter to us that you're a man and 


l'm aman or you know, Al and Lucy." 
"You're doing great, babe. | am really proud of you." 


"Thanks. | don't really worry so much anymore about whether I'm fucking him up or not. Not when total 


strangers are taking their own stabs at it." 

Dave smiled. "I'm glad to hear that. Sort of" He kissed Tay's forehead. 

The Sunday before Halloween called for the last fitting. Virginia came over with the costumes and her sewing 
kit to make any last minute alterations. Taylor helped Shane into his while Dave took his and ran upstairs to 


try it on. 


"Aw, honey. You look so cute!" Virginia told Shane as he stood in the middle of the family room in his orange 


furry suit with a grey felt chest. "Turn around?" 

Shane turned around and Virginia and Taylor both laughed. Shane had a grey felt butt also. 

Just then, Shane let out a giggle. "Look!" And he pointed toward the doorway. There was a large, orange, furry 
arm waving from beyond the wall. Dave stepped into the entry. His suit was identical to Shane's, only ten times 


as big. And somehow a lot funnier. 


Taylor and Virginia leaned into each other, laughing. Virginia laughed so hard, she had to wipe her eyes. 


Shane was a giggling mess. "Daddy, I'm gonna gol" He cried. Taylor struggled to get the suit off of him before 
he peed in it. As soon as he was free, the little boy ran toward the hall bathroom. 


Dave stood there, an unwilling witness to the chaos he created. "Is it that bad?" 


Taylor approached him and ran his hands all over Dave's furry body. "It's not bad. It's funny as shit. Gin, 


you've outdone yourself. This is great!" 
"Thank you. Dave, hon, you look ridiculous. Can you just turn around for a second?" 
Dave obeyed, wiggling his big, grey felt ass. 


On Halloween, Dave and Tay and Shane met up with Nate and Noah and the Shifletts and went trick or treating. 
They hit up Virginia's first and then went to a few friends' houses before all stopping to see Al and Lucy. 


"Holy shit, Dave! Look at you! You look ridiculous!" Alison laughed. "I lost my husband to this big ape. Babe, if 


you wanted hairy, you could have just asked me to stop shaving." 
Taylor groaned. 
Dave pulled Al close and whispered, "It's not just the hairiness he wanted. Trust me." 


Al shook her head and elbowed him in the ribs. 


The kids all scampered up to Shane's bedroom to proceed to eat way too much candy and get stomach aches. 
The adults kicked back in the living room and popped open a few bottles of beer and wine. 


After a few moments, the doorbell rang. Dave jumped to his feet and grabbed Al's bowl of candy. "Watch this 
shit" 


He yanked the door open and assumed a linebacker's stance and let out a huge growl. The two little girls 


dressed as ballerinas screamed and ran down the driveway. 
"Dave, | have to live here! My neighbors are gonna be so pissed!" 


Two minutes later, he was growling at the next set of trick or treaters. And continued to do so all night, 


louder and more obnoxious with each bottle of beer he drank. 
"Fuck me, a drunk, six foot tall orangutan. I'm so lucky.” 


"Yeah well, my gift to you for the candy-drunk, three foot tall orangutan upstairs." Al said. 


“Speaking of candy-drunk, we should probably get our three home so they can puke there instead of here." 
Cara said to Chris. 


I'd rather they did it here. We don't live here." He replied. 

"Go get your evil spawn, Shiflett! 

"lIl go up with you and get Noah." Nate said and they climbed the stairs together. Chris hip checked Nate 
halfway up the stairs and caused Nate to grab the railing and fall a step behind Chris. He reached his hand out 
and grabbed Chris‘ ankle and Chris fell against the steps. Nate raced ahead of him, laughing. 

"Hey." Dave slurred from the passenger seat. 

"What?" 


"Ever fuck a monkey?" 


"Yes, D. You. Several times." Taylor sighed. He didn't want to find drunk, furry Dave appealing but he had to 
admit it. He did. 


"| bet you could fit in here with me” 

"Im not trying’ 

"Come on, please? Itll be fun’ 

"No. You've been in that thing all night, you're probably sweating your ass off" 


‘Oh, because a little sweat has stopped you before, right? Dave slid his hand up Taylor's thigh causing the 
truck to swerve slightly. 


"Stop it. Get your monkey mitts offa me." 

Once parked in the driveway, Taylor glanced at Dave for a split second before he jumped out of the truck and 
raced toward the door. He unlocked it and ran up the steps two at a time, into the house and up to the 
bedroom. He wasn't sure why he was running away from Dave, maybe just for the satisfaction of frustrating 
the man, becouse, surely, he wanted to be caught by the ape. He stripped off his shoes and jeans and sweater 
and laid down on the bed, waiting. 


Dave stood in the bedroom doorway. 


"Please take that off now, you're giving me the creeps." 


Dave laughed. "Am |? How about a blowjob from a big, orange monkey?" 
"Stop it. Take it off and get over here." 


"Nope. | ain't taking it off. Prepare for some monkey love." He crossed the room and crawled up onto the bed, 


pulling Taylor underneath him. He slipped his lips right over Tay's cock. 

"Fuck me, this is sick" Taylor sighed as his head fell back against the pillows. 

Dave snickered when he felt Taylor's hands on his shoulders, gripping the furry costume. One hand slid up onto 
the back of Dave's head and pressed down as Tay's hips rolled upward. Dave's drunken mouth was firm and 
wet, sliding up and down Taylor's shaft. One hand nudged his thighs farther apart while the other held Tay's 
balls and gave them a sharp squeeze. Taylor groaned loudly, applying his other hand to Dave's head. Fingertips 
pressed into his scalp as he pushed down. He thrust his hips up and down now, essentially fucking Dave's 
mouth. 

Taylor said between grunts, "Choke on it, you monkey motherfucker!" 

Dave had to push off of Taylor's hips in order to break away as he laughed. Tay allowed this for a brief 
moment before he guided his lover's head back onto him. He continued thrusting into his mouth. Dave returned 
to squeezing the balls and Taylor growled. His body shuddered and with one hard, upward thrust, he released 
into Dave's mouth. 

"Fuck" He groaned and clenched his eyes closed. He felt Dave slither his way up his body so that Dave's face 
hovered above his. He lowered his mouth to kiss Tay and when the blonde man opened his mouth to receive 
his lover's kiss, Dave let Taylor's come slide past his lips, into Taylor's mouth. 

"Goddamn, D" 

"Did you enjoy that, lover?" 

"More than | should have." 

Dave laughed softly as he stood up and took the suit off finally. He was actually naked underneath it. 

"You were naked all night?" Tay asked in disbelief. 

Dave smiled that big, silly grin and nodded. 


"You're a sick, sick man, Grohl." 


"Ain't |?" He said with a smirk as he slid into bed. 


"Yep. And | love you for it" 


"| know." 


Chapter Thirty-five 


Alison pulled the car into the driveway and honked the horn once. As easy as her relationship with Tay had 
become since the divorce, she was nervous about tonight. There was something about facing Shane's teacher 


together that made her feel terrified. 


Taylor shrugged on a brown corduroy jacket over his olive t-shirt and cargo pants as he closed the door 


behind him. He settled into the passenger seat of the car and leaned over and kissed Als cheek 
"Hey, bud" He turned to look at Shane in the back seat 

"Hi, Daddy" 

"Going to see your teacher. Were you a bad boy?" He joked with his son 

"Nol Everybody has to see her" 

Uh huh. What do you think, Mommy? Was he a bad kid?" 

"Probably" 

"Nol | was not bad! Everybody's parents are going. Noah will be there with his Daddy,” 
"Yeah, right” 

"Daddy!" 

Taylor laughed. "Where's Luce?" 

"Um, Seattle | think" 

"How are you guys?" 

"Great, Too great, except for when she's away’ 

Taylor smirked. "Yeah, | know what you mean’ 

"Tay, l'm kind of freaked out by how much | love her. 

‘Know what you mean there, too" 


"What should | do?" 


"Continue being freaked out. You're happy, aren't you" 
"Well, yeah. When she's here" 

"So then, stay happy.” 

"| hate that she travels. Why do | always fall for the ones who can't sit still? 

"Just must be your type" 

As they rounded the corner toward Shane's classroom, they bumped into Nate and Noah. 

"See, | told you they would be here." Shane said to his father. 

"Yeah, yeah. You were right" 

Shane smiled smugly and he and Noah ran off to play together in the back of the room, 

‘What's up, guys? | was hoping this wouldn't take very long but looks like she's gonna drag it out 

"What, you gotta hot date later?" Taylor teased him 

"Yeah. Me and Chris were gonna go play cards at his brother's, Noah was gonna sleep over with his boys. 

"Ah, well get in there. You don't want to miss a chance to hang with Chris" Tay said with a wink 

Nate's expression clouded ever so briefly before he turned away. 

Shane's teacher was a young girl, no more than 25 years old. She was short, very thin, dressed in flowery 
dresses and cardigan sweaters. She wore nerdy, red~framed glasses and had long, straight, mousy brown hair. 
Her name was Susanna Nelson and let the kids call her Susama Taylor found that interesting, He actually found 
Susanna interesting, He secretly wondered if she had on sexy underwear under that plain, boring dress. He 


envisioned her in black lace, maybe on the hood of a GTO, ripping those glasses off and whipping her hair 


around. 
" Mr. Hawkins?" 
"Oh, huh. What?" 


Alison smacked his thigh. "Miss Nelson wanted to know how Shane was coping with living in two different 


homes. | told her there's no coping necessary. Shane is just fine." 


"Yeah, he is. No problems whatsoever." 

"He's a smart, little boy. He's very sweet and polite, even if he does get ahead of himself a bit. | remember 
way back on the first day of school, | called him by his given name, Oliver, and he was quick to say he was 
sorry, but his parents called him Shane so that's what | should call him." 


"Oliver is my name also, its kind of a family thing.’ 


"Yes, Shane told me. He also told me about his Uncle Dave and his Aunt Lucy. How do they fit into Shane's 
family life?" 


Taylor and Alison looked at each other. Alison spoke up. "They're both part of our family and frankly, they play 
an important part in Shane's life. It doesn't matter if they're related or not. They are our family. And we are 


confident that Shane understands and appreciates that" 


"Very glad to hear that. Let me show you something." And she pulled out a piece of construction paper with a 
messy crayon drawing. "When asked to draw his family, Shane drew this." 


Alison took the drawing and held it in front of her for Tay to see also. There were five figures bearing slight 
resemblance to Dave, Taylor, Al and Lucy, with Shane in the middle. Alison smiled at Taylor. 


"That's for you to take home. To remind you every day that you're doing a good job." 


Susanna said with a smile. "I saw the clip of you on TV, Mr. Hawkins. | know its been tough on you. Shane's a 


good kid, you should be proud" 

"Oh, we definitely are." 

"Good. It was nice seeing you." 

"Thank you." 

"When are you coming home? | miss you. Shane misses you." 

‘In a few days. | have to make a stop in Portland first 

"He drew a picture in school, Luce. It has all four of us as his family. Isn't that sweet?" 

"What? Oh, yeah. Nice. Al, | gotta go. Love you!" 

Al sat quietly. She remembered those kinds of phone calls from another time in her life. She loved Lucy. She 


was happy when Lucy was around. She brought life and brightness to the house. When Lucy was away, though, 


much like when Taylor was away, there was a cold stillness that Alison dreaded. 


She made up her mind. She didn't begrudge Lucy for her job. She'd even gotten her to slow down a little, spend 


more time here instead of New York. But it wasn't enough. 

Lucy came home four days later. The house was quiet but she knew Al was home someplace 
"Al? Shane? I'm home!" 

"In the kitchen" 


Lucy smiled brightly and ambled into the kitchen. Her smile faded when she saw Al sitting in the same chair 


she had all those months ago, with the same expression. 

"Hey, what's wrong?" 

"Look" And Al slid Shane's drawing across the table. "To him, you're part of his family.” 

"I know. I'm glad. | want to be part of his family." 

"That's why this is so difficult. You're so good to him, Luce, when you're here." Al choked out as her emotions 
seized her constricting throat. "I've done this before. | don't want a part time thing with you. | can't stand it. | 
need you. Every day, every night” 

"What are you saying? Are you telling me to quit my job?" 

"Nol" Alison laughed, despite her tears. "I'd never ask that of you." 

"Then you're breaking up with me?" 

Alison sobbed more at the sound of the actual words. "I love you. | do. But | can't stand it when you're not 
here. | lived like this with Tay and | can't do it again. | just can't. You love what you do, same as him. | couldn't 
ask either of you to stop for me." 


"How do you know | wouldn't say yes?" 


"Because you said before that you loved it too much. And how could | ever stop wondering if you resented me 


for it?" 
"Al. | don't want to lose you." 


"You have to. | deserve-no, Shane and | deserve someone who will always be here. And you deserve someone 


who is willing to adapt to the way you live." 


A million thoughts raced through Lucy's mind. She was hurt and angry at being blindsided like this. She was 


desperate to change Alison's mind. She was worried about having to choose between the woman she loved and 


the career she loved. She was stubborn, most of all. 

‘lm really sorry that you feel this way, Al. | um, | thought we had a great thing here. | love you. From the 
moment you broke down in my arms that first night, I've loved you. And the boy? I'd die for that boy. And 
here you are, kicking me out of the family I've come to love and cherish." 


"l'm sorry. You need to go be a writer. Travel all over, doing what you love. We need stability.” 


Lucy simply nodded. She turned swiftly and ran from the room. Grabbing the suitcase she had left near the 


door, she ran out of the house and into her car. 


"Well, dipshit, | hope you know what you're doing." Al mumbled to herself. 


Chapter Thirty-six 


Dave looked up from his position on his knees beside his bike. He had just put the new oil filter in when he 
heard footsteps on the stairs. 


"Hey. Wanna take a ride?" 


"| can't. Me and Chris and Gan gotta get together. | think we're gonna put some time in on some new shit. Al 
asked me to get Shane from her mother's tonight too." 


"Mind if | take off by myself then? Maybe I'll see what Lem is up to." 

"Aw, that's sweet, all asking me and shit. Go, have fun. Be home by eight. | love you, dear." 

"| love you, Too. See ya later." 

Tay stood in the garage and watched Dave ride down the driveway and onto the street. Damn, it would have 
been nice to be on the back of that motorcycle with his arms holding onto Dave tightly. ‘Some other day, | 

guess. Before he let the image and the feeling linger, he shook it out of his head and went back upstairs to 


grab his bag and keys. 


He had just pulled the door closed behind him when his phone rang. Assuming it was Chris or Gan, he answered 


without looking at it. 

"Calm the fuck down, I'm on my way!" 

"Tay?" 

"Lucy? What's up?" 

"Al. She uh-" sniffles. 

"What, Lucy? What about Al? She okay? Where are you?" Taylor stopped dead in his tracks. 


"She dumped me. Broke up with me because of my job. Said she couldn't handle someone else never being 


there." 
"Ah, fuck. I'm really sorry, Luce. You want me to talk to her?" 
"Think it'd do any good?" 


"I don't know. | know she loves you and | know she was scared about it. I'll try. Right now, | gotta fly. I'm late. I'l 


call you." 
"Thanks, Tay. l'm sorry to bother you." 


"No bother at all." 


Dave drove down the hill and into town. He stopped at the Rainbow, hoping to find Lemmy there. 
"Hey, Dave." The pretty blonde bartender smiled at him. 

"Hey. Seen Lem today?" 

"He's touring. Australia, | believe. Should be back in a couple days." 

"Ah. Shit. Thanks!" 

"Get ya a beer?" 

"Nah, no thanks. See ya later." 


Dave stepped out onto the sidewalk. He could go over to 606 and watch Tay. He could go home. Sure, there was 
laundry or cleaning or something that he'd neglected too long. ‘Fuck that, he thought. 


He scrolled through the contacts in his phone. Lucy. Maybe she'd grab a beer with him 

"Hey, Luce!" He said cheerfully when she answered 

"Dave. Is Taylor with you?" 

"No. He's working at the studio. Im down at the Rainbow, come down and get a beer with me” 
After a pause, "Yeah, | can do that, Be over in like twenty,” 

"Cool!" 


Lucy walked into the bar wearing ripped shorts, a ripped Nirvana t-shirt and flip-flops. Her hair was ratty and 
wild. 


"Heyl" Dave hugged and kissed her lips ever so softly. 


"Hey. You talk to T?" 


"No, why?" 

"No reason. Come on, lets drink” 

He set a shot and a beer in front of her. After three more rounds, Dave looked at her expectantly. 
"Okay, what's going on?" He asked. 

"Im done. l'm fucking done. Gonna go back to New York for good." 

"Why?" 

"Cause all you motherfuckers ain't there." 

"To which of us motherfuckers are you referring?" 

"You, Taylor, Alison. Alison" 

"You said her name twice. Trouble l'm paradise?" 


"She dumped me. Said | wasn't around enough. She was tired of a part time relationship because of my job. 


Dave, | don't know what the fuck | was thinking, anyway. What the fuck?" 

"Do you love her?" 

Lucy fiddled with the label on the bottle of Jack on the bar in front of her. 

"| know you do" 

"| love her. And | love the kid And you and Tay" 

"Then figure it out. Don't run away. Lucy, you're a lot of things, a pussy ain't one of them” 


‘Im thirty-seven years old. | don't know how to do anything more than what I've been doing. Working and 


traveling. Traveling and working. And besides, she dumped me." 

"Trust me, just because she pushed you away, doesn't mean she doesn't want you." 
Luce leaned into Dave's shoulder. "Tell me what happened that night." 

"What night?" 


"The night at Al's, the night you and Tay left and never looked back." 


"We left and never looked back." 


"Up in that room. | heard yelling and glass breaking and crying. And then you looked me in the eye and | knew 
what | joked about was actually true." 


"Then that's what happened. Luce, he's my only. Stuff like that will stay between him and me. Now, if you asked 
about what happened last night..." 


"What happened last night?" 


"| fucked him in the backseat of his truck." 
He said with a grin. 


"Liar" 

Dave shrugged. 

"I'm still going back to New York." 

"You're being stupid." 

"To sell the apartment.” 

Dave smiled. "That's my girl. You'll get her back And you'll figure out how to keep her and your job." 
"Who knows? Maybe it's time for a change." 

"Change is good" Dave said before he threw back another shot. 


"Fuck me, Dave. Why is it, we get together and | always end up shit-faced?" 


"You want me to take advantage of you" 
"| do. But all the tabloids say you're gay.” 
‘Lies. Slanderous lies!" 
"So you're not gay?" 


"Nope. No way. Hate the cock. Hate it!" 


"Liar" 

"Do you think, if there was no Taylor, I'd be with some other dude?" 

"Nope 

"Yeah, probably not." 

After a late lunch and a few bottles of water, Dave put Lucy on the back of the bike and took her home. 
"Don't forget what we talked about. You get your ass back here and go get your woman" 


"Thanks for the afternoon. You're a good man" 


"The best." 


Chapter Thirty-seven 


"How'd it go?" 

"Good. | sold the place in two weeks. Took a slight hit on it but fuck it, its gone. |, uh, | also quit the magazine." 
"Are you fucking kidding me?" 

Tay had gone to pick Lucy up at the airport. 


"No. | wanted to. Two weeks away from you all made me realize this is my home now. There's no place else | 


want to be. Sitting on the couch, playing Wii with Shane, sharing a bottle of wine with Al. And | got a plan" 


"She misses you. She'll never admit it but I've seen her moping. Shane misses you, too. It sucks because he 


doesn't understand why you're not there. Al feels guilty about that." 

‘I'm sorry, T, for hurting him. | hope Al and | can sort this out." 

"You will. This is huge, you being here all the time is exactly what she wanted." 
| need the phone numbers of your lawyers and your accountants." 

"Why?" 

"Just got an idea. Nothing big right now." 

"Okay, sure. When you gonna see her?" 

"Don't know yet. | have something up my sleeve." 

"Of course you do." 

Taylor dropped Lucy off at her condo and then picked Shane up from school. 


"Look, Daddy! | made a turkey!" Shane held up his pine cone turkey. "Susanna says you have to put it on the 
table on Thanksgiving." 


"Oh, | do, huh?" 
"Yeah." And then quieter. "Daddy?" 


The quiet tone of Shane's voice caused Taylor to look at him through the mirror in the truck "Yeah, bud?" 


"Is Lucy gonna come back for Thanksgiving?" 
"| don't know, bud. Do you miss her?" 


"Yeah, | guess. Mommy isn't very good at tennis. And | think it makes her sad. She gets sad when | ask her to 
play with me." 


"I can play with you sometime, bud." 
‘Its not the same." Shane sounded dejected and Taylor's heart hurt. 


Dave flopped onto be bed with a sigh. "He was nearly inconsolable, babe. It took four monkey dances, two 


stories and one really bad imitation of you scolding me to get him to stop." 
"If this is how he is with Al, it must be killing her." 


Dave pulled Tay against his side. He wrapped an arm around the little blonde's shoulders and with his other 
hand, he clasped Tay's wrist that rested on top of Dave's bare stomach. 


‘It's just a bump in the road, baby. Everything will work out." 

"I just hate seeing him like that and knowing there's nothing | can do." 
"You're doing something. You're taking care of him, answering his questions." 
"| don't want him to hurt, though, D." 

"Hurting's not so bad. That's how we grow and learn" 

"Yeah, but what's he learning now? That people leave?" 

"People do leave." Dave said quietly. 


Tay immediately regretted his choice of words. He clutched his boyfriend tighter and kissed his shoulder. "l'm 


sorry. 
"Don't be. No big deal.” 


Dave turned on his side and pulled his lover close. He kissed Taylor, pushing his tongue past his lips, into his 


mouth. Dave's fingertips ran the length of Tay's spine, rendering the drummer a shivering mess. 


"D, please." He sighed. 


"Please what?" 
"Please keep doing what you're doing.’ 
Just as Dave started to slip a hand into Taylor's pants, he heard the door creak open and, "Daddy?" 


Taylor pushed Dave off of him and straightened up. "Ye-" His voice cracked. "Yeah, bud?" He pushed out of his 
mouth with considerable effort. 


"I can't sleep. Can | sleep with you and Uncle D tonight?" 


Dave and Tay looked at each other and groaned silently. Dave laid an open palm next to his groin, drawing Tay's 


attention to the full erection he already had. Taylor shrugged helplessly. 
"Sure, bud. Come here." And then whispered, “I'm sorry.’ 


Shane snuggled in between the men as they both turned in, toward the boy. Taylor ran gentle fingers through 
his hair. 


"Why can't you sleep, baby?" 

"Just thinking about stuff” 

“Anything you want to talk about?" 

"No. Just sad cause Mommy is all by herself now." 

"What if we took Mommy out tomorrow, to her favorite place?" 
"Can we?" Shane wiggled to look his father in the eye. 

"Course we can" 

"Okay." And he pulled Dave the monkey close and buried his face in its fur. 
"Where's Mommy's favorite place?" Dave asked. 

"Santa Monica Pier." 

"Ah. That sounds fun" 


Dave nuzzled Shane's neck and kissed the boy. Then he reached for Tay and kissed him. 


"Sweet dreams, my boys." 

Taylor called Al in the morning to find out if she was free. The Grohl-Hawkins boys wanted to take her on a 
date. 

"| already have a date for the afternoon" 


"What? With who?" 


"This guy | used to work with before | married you. He found out we got divorced and gave me a call. | was 


with Lucy at the time but now that I'm not, | figured what the hell" 
"Cancel it. Your son wants to hang out with you today." 


"No. | like this guy. He's smart and funny and best of all, he works right here in LA as a teacher. No traveling 


and summers off!" 

"Al, trust me. Cancel it, please?" 

"No. Shane and | can hang tomorrow. Taylor, | need this date." 

"Why? So you can fool yourself into thinking you're not still in love with Lucy?" 
‘lm hanging up now. Oh, one more thing? Fuck you." 


Taylor sighed as he ran his fingers through his hair. She was so fucking stubborn sometimes. How could he 
stop her from going on this date? 


"Okay, Mommy said to pick her up in an hour!" 
Tay lied to Shane and Dave as he sat down to eat his breakfast. 


"She's gonna love it!" Shane beamed at his father. 
Dave, on the other hand, caught the apprehensive look on his boyfriend's face. 


When Tay parked the truck in his old driveway and insisted that he'd ‘just run in and get her, Dave knew 


something was amiss. 
"What's going on?" He asked. 


"Nothing." Tay threw a glance back at Shane. 
"Be right back!" He said brightly. 


Taylor used his key to unlock the front door and let himself in 

"Al? Alison, its me. Where are you?" 

"Tay? What the fuck?" She appeared at the top of the stairs wearing only a red satin bra and panties. 
"Seriously, Al? | bought those for you and you're gonna wear them on a first date?" 

"They ain't doing nothing for you anymore." 

Taylor shook his head. "You're making a mistake." 

"Why the fuck do you care so much now?" 

‘| always cared." He replied softly as he climbed the steps. "Damn, you look incredible." 

"Taylor, stop. | don't know what you think you're doing, but just stop." 


"Why, Al? We've been here a million times. | know every curve and every sweet spot by heart." He pressed 
her against the wall beside the bedroom door. "Don't you miss it?" He whispered in her ear. 


"Tay, please." She sighed. 


"Please what?" He asked, making sure his lips were close enough to her ear but still not touching her. 


Chapter Thirty-eight 
"Stop. Taylor! Stop this! What the fuck are you doing?" 


"Giving you what you really want. Come on, we both know | made a huge mistake." He hissed in her ear, letting 
his hands slide down her sides to her hips. 


‘Oh, really? You fucking asshole! How could you?!" Alison growled. She pushed Taylor away with her hands on 
his chest. 


"Taylor?" Dave gasped from the bottom of the staircase. 


When Taylor turned his head to look down at Dave, Alison reared back and connected a right hook with his jaw. 
Tay collapsed to the floor. Alison screamed and Dave ran up the steps. 


They both froze when they heard Taylor laughing. 

"What the fuck, dude?" Dave yelled. 

"Why'd you punch me?" He asked Al. 

"Mommy?" Shane walked in the front door. 

"Shit!" Al ran into the bedroom and grabbed a t-shirt. “Up here, baby. 
Dave pulled Taylor to his feet. "What the fuck are you doing?" He hissed. 
"Al, answer me." 

"Because you were acting like a jerk" 

"| was, but that's not why you hit me." 

"Daddy?" Shane looked at Tay and then at Al and his bottom lip began to quiver. 
"It's okay, bud. Everything's okay." Tay picked the boy up. 

"Taylor, | don't understand what you're doing." Al groaned. 

"Seriously. What is going on?" Dave added. 


"Alison, think about it. Why did you hit me?" 


"Mommy? You hit Daddy?" 
"Yeah, baby. | did. It was an accident" 

"It was?" Taylor grinned. "Ow. Good shot, Al” He rubbed his jaw. 

"Im still confused here" Dave said 

"So am |" Al said with a frustrated sigh. 

"Only because you're so stubborn Admit it. You're still in love with Lucy” 
"Oh, for Christ's sake. That's what all this is about?" Al asked, exasperated 


"Yes. | knew you wouldn't let me go too far. | didn't really expect you to land a punch like that, though. That's 
my girll" Taylor laughed. 


"You're insane.” 


"Maybe. Now, let's go. We have a date." He tickled Shane and kissed his cheek He still had an ace up his sleeve. 


Neither Dave nor Alison knew Lucy was home. 

"Let me make a phone call. I'll meet you downstairs." Al said. She kissed Shane's other cheek "Tay?" 
"Yeah?" 

"Thank you." 

He smiled at her and winked. 


Alison held Shane's hand and walked down the pier ahead of Dave and Taylor. Dave was grateful to finally have 
the chance to yell at Tay. 


"What the fuck were you thinking?" 


"She agreed to a date with another dude today. | had to do something. | knew she'd stop me, she's still in love 
with her." 


"| saw you and holy shit, | thought... don't know what | thought. | was pissed. Heartbroken and pissed" 


"Well, in my plan, you and Shane stayed in the truck. I'm sorry." Tay took his boyfriend's hand and brought to 
his lips. 


"She got you good. It's bruising up nice.” 


Dave ran his thumb across Tay's jawline. 

"Worth it" 

"You are insane. 

"Just trying to make my family happy." 

"Slapping you around would make me happy, you gonna let me?" 
"Sure. But only in the bedroom” 

"Ooo. | like the sound of that” 

"You would” 

Dave laughed under his breath. ‘Love you" 

‘Love you, too" 

"Daddy, can we go on the Ferris wheel?" Shane called back to him. 
"Course you can, bud” 

"No, you too.” 

"Okay, us too." 


After a lunch of hot dogs, they went down to the beach. Dave took Shane down to the water while Tay and Al 
set up the blanket and umbrella. 


"That was really stupid, what you did” 

"Nah, it was ingenious." 

"What if it backfired? What if | really did want you back? And then Dave walked in?" 
If | thought you did, | never would have done it” 


"What if you had no idea?" 


Tay gave her a level stare. "I'd know." 
"You don't know everything, Mr. Hawkins." 
"Yes, | do. | know a lot more than you think | do." He winked at her for the second time that day. 


"Okay, okay." She pulled off her t-shirt and shorts to reveal a sexy, white bikini. "I'm going in the water with 
my son and your boyfriend." 


Taylor smiled. "Damn, Mrs. Hawkins, you're one hot piece of ass." 
"Tell me something | don't know." She grinned. 


‘Lucy's gonna get you back’ He thought as he pulled his shirt off and ran after her, picking her up and spinning 
her around. They were laughing together when they reached Dave and Shane. 


Dave pushed his thighs apart and settled between Taylor's knees. He cradled the drummer's head in one hand 
as he kissed him. When he pulled up, he grinned at him and playfully smacked Tay's cheek. 


"You did say | could smack you around a bit" 
"Is that all you got?" Taylor asked with a smirk. He slid his hands down Dave's back and squeezed his hips. 
"Nope." Was the reply before he dipped for another kiss. 


Taylor grinned against his boyfriend's mouth and then caught Dave's bottom lip with his teeth, giving it a 
nibble. 


Dave pulled Tay up into a sitting position as he leaned back on his knees. Tay pressed his face into Dave's 
shoulder as the brunette kissed and nibbled Taylor's neck. Their arms held each other tight. A small whine 


escaped Taylor's lips. 
"What's the matter, babe?" Dave whispered. 
"Not a damn thing. You just feel amazing." 


"It gets better." He replied with a low growl. He pushed the man onto his back again and let a hand drift down 
his chest, onto his trembling stomach, stopping there for a moment while they shared another deep, lingering 
kiss. Dave's hand finally reached its target. Fingers slowly grasped Taylor's erection and caressed it. He broke 
the kiss to slide the index and middle fingers of his right hand into Tay's mouth. The blonde lover moaned 
against the fingers he sucked on. Dave pulled them out teasingly slowly. He let go of Tay's dick and grabbed an 
ankle instead, throwing it up onto his shoulder. He pushed the two wet fingers inside of Taylor, who gasped and 
arched his back, causing his hips to roll into Dave. 


The dark-haired man turned and licked Taylor's foot as he pushed himself into him. He sucked and nibbled on 
toes while thrusting in and out. Taylor couldn't decide between giggling and groaning so a sound best described 
as a mixture of both spilled from his lips. Dave grinned as he looked into his only's sparkling, caramel eyes. His 
hand caressed Taylor's calf muscle before slipping down past his knee, past his thigh and resting on his hip. 
Taylor was stroking himself with one hand while the other had a death grip on Dave's thigh. His head tilted 
back against the pillow as his back arched and his hips bucked. 


"Fuck me, D! Goddamn!" He groaned as he released against his own stomach. 

Dave's eyes widened as he watched Taylor come. He pulled out of his lover and stroked himself with his hand 
until he came onto Tay's flat stomach also. And then he bent his head and licked it all up. As he swallowed it 
down, he looked up into the drummer's eyes. 

"You are one freaky fuck" Tay told him with a smirk. 

"Does it turn you off?" 


"Hell no." 


"| didn't think so." 


Chapter Thirty-nine 


"| don't understand. Where are you taking me?" 


Alison complained when Tay picked her up. 

"Just relax. Shit, sit back and enjoy the ride." He replied as he navigated back into Northridge. 

"The studio? Why are we going there?" 

Taylor gave her a look that shut her right up. 

After driving past 606 and continuing north a few blocks, Taylor pulled the truck into the parking lot of a 
deserted looking warehouse. 

"Ugh, what is this?" 

"Just trust me. Go to the door." 

"No fucking way! What are you doing, trying to get me killed?" 

"Al. Do it and shut the fuck up already. Oh, and nice dress. Thanks for listening to me on that one." 

Al gave her ex-husband a dirty look. 

He called her the night before and told her to wear something sexy and let him pick her up at 7:00 the next 
day. She picked a red, strapless dress that fit her like it was made for her. She figured, like the white bikini, 
she'd give him a taste of what he was missing. Only, it appeared he didn't really miss it. Put that on Dave, she 
mused, and he might appreciate it. Dave in a bikini. Dear God, why is she imagining that? 

"Taylor, what the hell is going on?" 

"Please just trust me. Go." 

"No. Come with me. It's scary looking." 


Taylor sighed and threw the truck into park and cut the engine. "Fine, come on, you chicken shit" 


He walked around the truck and helped Al out. In her high heels and tight skirt, it was almost impossible to hop 
down from the truck gracefully. 


"I just saw your vagina" Tay joked. 


"Liar, | have underwear on" 


"Too bad” 

"What is this, babe? | am scared" 

"Al, would | ever steer your wrong?" 

Alison stopped and looked at him. "Well, there was that time you left me for your best friend” 
"Okay, aside from that?” 

‘Nope 


Taylor pulled the tinted glass door open and ushered Alison inside. It was an empty showroom of some kind. 


There were empty rows of shelving and counters. 
"What is this?" She asked again. 


"This will eventually be a music store, instruments and shit. But thats not important right now. Come this 


way. 
Taylor led her through a set of thick, black, double doors. The space beyond was a huge empty room with a 
cement floor that was slanted down toward a large stage. In the back of the room, there was a small balcony 


with a sound booth. In one corner, there was a bar. And then the curtain on the stage began to rise. 


Lucy stood next to a small round table. She looked beautiful in a silver dress, her black hair glowing blue under 


the lights. She clasped her hands in front of her waist and smiled at Alison 
"She wouldn't come in by herself, huh?" 

"Nope" Tay smirked 

"Thanks, Taylor. 


"Any time. Okay, honey." He took Alison by the shoulders. "You look great, have a good time. Call me in the 


morning. You two enjoy." 
Alison's mouth fell open as she stared at Lucy. Taylor kissed her cheek and left. 
"What the hell is this, Lucy?" Alison stood in the middle of the room. 


Lucy descended the steps to the floor and walked across the room to Alison 


"This is my new job. | quit the magazine. No more traveling. Alison, I'm a lot of things. A writer, a traveler, a 


loner, a stubborn bitch. But a fucking idiot, | am not." She took Al's hand in hers. 

In her other hand, she held a small remote control. She pressed a button on it with her thumb and then 
tucked it inside her dress, between her breasts. The lights in the large theatre dimmed and Otis Redding's 
These Arms of Mine began to softly float from the large speakers in each corner of the stage. 

"Dance with me?" 

Alison took Lucy's hand but her head was reeling. "I don't understand” 

"What don't you understand?" 

"What is all this? | can't believe you gave up the magazine and all the traveling for me." 

"This is my new job, | told you. The first room you came through will be a store. Little known fact, there are 
no instrument stores in Northridge. And this room is going to be a small venue. Local acts and stuff. There'll 
be a bar over there." 


"How did you.2" 


"I had a little help from a friend" Lucy smiled. "Now, just shut up and dance with me. Unless you don't want 
to?" 


Alison smiled. "| missed you so much." She admitted, shaking her head back and forth. 
Lucy placed her hands on Alison's cheeks and drew her into a kiss. 


Lucy had dinner ready on the table after their dance. She poured Alison a glass of her favorite wine and then 
set a bottle of rum on the table. "Just in case." 


"You remembered!" Al laughed. 
"Of course | did." 


"So tell me more about this place. How did you find it? How much money did my ex-husband give you? What 


are your plans?" 


| hired a realtor, told her what | wanted to do and where | wanted it to be. We're four blocks from 606. Tay 
loaned me a bit, the rest | had saved up. We're going to refurb the place over the next few weeks. We hope to 
open sometime in February. We'll have a good time with it. And Dave knows nothing about it. Taylor had a hell 
of a time keeping it from him. He was splitting his time between recording with Chris and Gan and coming over 


here." 


| can't believe you quit your job. Did | say that already? And why are you keeping it from Dave?" 

"Well. Change is good. A wise man once told me that. And this is a dream come true for me. | always wanted to 
do something like this. Tay wants to surprise him when it's completed. He's thinking about putting together this 
whole grand opening weekend. And you know, getting you back is a big perk, too." Lucy smiled. "I am getting you 

back, right?" 


"We'll see." 


After they ate, they moved to the edge of the stage, sitting with their legs hanging over. Alison pulled her 


shoes off and set them to the side. Lucy poured more wine. 
"So how long have you been back in LA and sneaking around?" 


“About three weeks. Taylor picked me up at the airport. | think that was the day before you punched him. Well 
done, you, by the way.’ 


Alison laughed and then groaned. "What a fucking dumbass." 

"Yeah but who else on earth is going to take a punch from his ex-wife in order to make her realize she still 
had feelings for his boyfriend's ex-girlfriend? Wait, did | get that right?" Lucy pretended to be thinking, 
counting something on her fingers. 

They leaned into each other, laughing. 

"Aint it the life?" Alison said, 

‘Isn't that a Foo Fighters song?" Lucy asked, laughing hysterically. 


"Yes." Al giggled. 


It was after midnight when Lucy turned all the lights off and locked the doors. They exited through the rear, 
loading dock doors, and Lucy drove them back to the house. 


Dave pulled the bike into the parking lot at 606 and scowled when he didn't see Tay's truck there. He wondered 
if maybe he heard him incorrectly. He did say he was coming down here today. He shrugged, whatever. Maybe 
he's out getting his Christmas gift, Dave thought with a grin. 

Gannin and Chris were inside, along with Shiflett and Nate. 


"Hey, you guys! Nice to see you. How are you?" 


The four men glanced at each other, panic stricken 

"Dave. What are you doing here?" 

"Well. | kind of own the place, | get to come down and see what's going on periodically" 

"We're just hanging out today, really" 

"Where's Tay?" 

"Uh. Just ran out on some errands” 

Dave grinned. "Errands, huh?" 

"Yeah, that's what he said" 

"Okay. Cool. Want to show me what you been working on?" 

Shifty and Nate exchanged looks. "Sure, come on" Nate finally said 

"Fuck, we haven't been working on anything. Why did you say that?" Shifty whispered 

"What was | gonna say? Just fucking play something. Ill catch on" 

Dave took a seat behind Tay's kit and waited 

Chris began playing some strange melody and Nate filled in Dave started playing a corresponding beat. The 
boys grinned at each other, proud of themselves for pulling the wool over the boss's eyes. Dave made them 
jam with him for nearly an hour and still no sign of Taylor. 


Chris and Nate finally put their guitars down and wiped the sweat from their brows. 


"Okay, well. Tell T | came by. Guess I'll see him later at home. And | know you were bullshitting me, by the way. 


It was still fun 

Chris and Nate groaned and leaned against one another. "Fuck" Chris grumbled. 
"Here?" Nate asked with a salacious grin. 

"Why not?" 


"We been hanging out with them too much." Nate said with a laugh. 


‘Or maybe not enough." Chris flicked his eyebrows. 
Nate shook his head. "I'm going home. | have to get Noah in an hour." 
"See you tomorrow, Ned." 


"See ya." Nate reached out to hug Chris but he was already turning away. Nate shook his head and quickly left 


the room. 
Taylor parked the truck in the driveway and climbed the steps into the house. Dave greeted him in the kitchen 


"Hey, you're just in time. How was your day?" 
He leaned toward his love for a kiss. 


"Hey. It was good. How was yours? | heard you came by when | wasn't there." 


"| did. | was curious about what you've been working on but Nate and Chris were acting like idiots. Why they 


covering for you when you're not there?" 
"They're not covering for me. 

"Yeah, okay. Sit down. | made dinner’ 
"Good, km starving. Thanks!" 


Dave watched the blonde haired man closely with a silly grin on his face. "It's okay, babe. | know where you 


were." 

"You do?” 

"Yes. And | can't wait to see it! 

"How do you know? Did one of those dumbasses tell you?" 
'No, not really. | just figured it out” 

"How?" 

‘Im smart 

"Ah. So what do you think? Is it a good idea?" 


"Of course it's a good idea. I'd be pretty sad if you didn't do it" 


Taylor gave his boyfriend a strange look. "I don't think we're talking about the same thing here." 
"What are you talking about?" 


"What are you talking about?" Taylor repeated. 
"Christmas." 


"Oh! Oh, shit. That is coming up, isn't it?" 

"Yes. | thought you were out getting me a spectacular Christmas gift" 
"Oh. Yes, | was." 

"Fucking liar." 


Taylor smirked. He had, in fact, already found a spectacular gift and it was hiding over at Al's house. 


Chapter Forty 


Author's Notes: 
Thank you to all for hanging in there with this gigantic, epic story. | hope you\'re enjoying it! 


Lucy and Al were painting one of the rooms backstage when they heard Tay calling them. 
"Back here, Tl" 


"Ugh, who picked this color? It looks like shit." He made a face. 


"That's the old color, jackass." Al pointed at the wall they hadn't gotten to yet. It was a pea green. They were 


painting over that with a light brown, specifically called caramel macchiado. 


"Oh. | knew that. | was kidding. Al, | gotta go get Shane's Christmas gift. You guys gonna spend the day with us? 


Can | have him Christmas Eve and you guys come over in the morning?" 
"Sure. Sounds good. What did you get?" 

Taylor grinned, 

"You did not!" 


"When you had the dude from Gretsch here to talk about stocking the store, | just pulled him aside and put 


something together. Don't worry, we'll keep it at our place." 
"You're insane." 
"You've been telling me that a lot lately. What did you get?" 


"Since we've been on a do-it-yourself kick, we decided to make over his room. Get rid of some of the babyish 


stuff. And a new mountain bike. You know, in case he doesn't give a shit about the bedroom’ 
"Good idea. | wouldn't care about the room" Tay said with a laugh. 

"Yeah, yeah. Did you get the estimate from the contractors yet?" 

"Yep. Came in yesterday” 


"And?" 


"And | got it, Luce. This is what | agreed to, right? So don't worry about it. | got the check for half now and 


they're gonna start next week." 

"And we can still open in February?" 

Taylor shrugged. "Estimate said four weeks so | would assume." 

"Four weeks will turn into eight." 

‘Maybe. What's the rush?" 

"| got bills to pay. Excuse me, rock star." 

"Hey, you got a sugar mama now." Tay pointed at Al. 

"Thanks to you." Al laughed. 

"Hey, | got a couple bands lined up for the big weekend. What are you calling the place, by the way?" 
"Who?" 

"What's the name?" 

"Lucky Lucinda's Lascivious Lounge of Loud" 

"I'm gonna need you to write that one down 

"l'm joking! | haven't given it any thought:" 

"Who'd you get?" Al asked. 

"Chevy and the Coattails." 

Oh." Al said, clearly disappointed. 

"Well, fuck you very much, Alison" Taylor said with a smirk. 

"Dave still doesn't know?" 

"As far as | know. He is starting to get suspicious though. | keep telling him l'm out shopping or something." 


Taylor brought home the kit he bought for Shane. Dave helped him set it up downstairs, next to Taylor's. They 


had to put Dave's away to make room. He didn't seem to mind, he was excited about the new one, minimal 


though it was. 

"Go easy. You break it, | break you." 

"Promise?" 

"Yes!" 

On Christmas Eve, Al dropped Shane off after dinner. 

"Hey bud! How's my boy?" Tay picked him up and kissed his cheek. 

‘Im okay, Daddy. We didn't have school today. Mommy and Lucy and | decorated a big tree!" 
‘Oh, no! That probably means you don't want to decorate our tree." 

‘| get to do another one?!" The little boy squealed and wiggled in Tay's arms. 

"You mean you don't mind doing two?" Taylor teased. 

"Nol It's fun!" 

Taylor laughed. "You bet it is, bud. Come on. Uncle D is starting without us." 

Inside the family room, Dave was just finishing setting up the gigantic tree they bought. 
"Wow!" Shane gasped, his eyes were wide. "That tree is huge!" 


"Share, | should thank you. This is the first time | put a tree up in this house. And it's all because of you! So 
let's get going. This is gonna take all night!" Dave picked Shane up and put him on his shoulders. 


Taylor turned on the TV to the Christmas music channel. Then he opened the boxes of ornaments and handed 
them, one at a time to Dave. He then gave them to Shane to hang on the tree. 


When the Britney Spears version of "My Only Wish" came on, Dave pulled Taylor to his feet and wrapped one 
arm around his waist and started dancing him around the room while singing along. Shane was holding onto 


Dave's hair as he giggled. Tay reached behind Dave and held onto Shane's rear end, making sure he didn't fall. 
"Uncle D, put me down! | gotta go!" All the giggling always made the boy have to pee. 
Dave set him on his feet and he took off down the hall. The next song was The Eagles' "Please Come Home for 


Christmas." Dave wrapped his arms around Taylor and smiled at him. He rocked his hips slowly in time with the 
song, coaxing Tay to move with him. The slightly shorter drummer nuzzled his head into Dave's neck, softly 


kissing him there. Dave sang along quietly in Taylor's ear as he pressed his palms flat against his only's 
shoulder blades. Shane ran back into the room and giggled at the men, pulling them out of their moment. 


Taylor pulled Dave into a light kiss before he said, "I love you." 


"| love you, too." Dave picked Shane up again and held the boy against his hip. "I'll just finish my dance with the 
kid." 


Shane let Dave rock him slowly through the next couple songs. He rested his head on his Uncle's shoulder. A 
small yawn escaped the boy and he closed his eyes. Taylor sat on the couch, watching. He pulled his phone 
from his pocket and took a picture of his boyfriend dancing with his sleeping son in his arms. Dave carried the 
boy upstairs and put him to bed, 


When he came back downstairs, Tay had all the empty boxes put away and had turned off all the lights except 
those on the tree, leaving the room with a soft glow. Dave joined his lover on the couch. Without a word, Tay 


showed him the picture he took 

"Its fucking adorable." Dave grinned. 

"My boys. Wish we could get back to that dance, though. | was starting to ~" 
"Get turned on" Dave finished Tay's sentence. 


"Uh huh." 


Dave turned to face Tay. He took his face in his hands and kissed his mouth, delighting in Taylor's soft,moist 
lips. He slipped his tongue past those delicious lips to lap up the taste of Tay's mouth. The singer leaned over 
his boyfriend, causing Tay to slide down against the arm of the couch. Dave snaked a hand around the back of 
Tay's neck as he moved his mouth to his jaw and down to his neck 

He pulled Tay's shirt over his head and seized a nipple in his mouth, rolling his tongue over it, nibbling on it. 
Taylor moaned and arched his back slightly as his hands slide upwards, into Dave's hair, from his neck 


"Ah, babe. That's nice." He sighed. 


"Yeah? Try the other one?" Dave asked. He didn't wait for a response, however, before his mouth now covered 


the other nipple. 


Taylor inhaled sharply, his grip on Dave's hair tightened. Dave lowered his mouth to Taylor's stomach. He kissed 
the goose pimpled skin of that flat, toned stomach that Dave absolutely adored. Then he ran his tongue over 
the blonde's navel as his fingers untied the draw string of the flannel pants Tay was wearing. Dave slid fingers 
inside the waistband of the pants and inched them down, kissing the newly exposed skin. Taylor lifted his ass 
off the sofa so that his lover could pull the pants all the way down. Dave gasped and laughed loudly when he 
turned back to the blonde. There was a small, red bow wrapped around Taylor's cock. Dave looked up into Tay's 


eyes. 


The drummer flicked his eyebrows and said, "Merry Christmas, lover." 


Chapter Forty-one 


"Daddy. Daddy. Get up!" Shane whispered and poked his father's arm. "Daddy!" 


Taylor stirred slowly. He opened one eye and saw Shane standing beside the bed, one arm clutching Dave the 
monkey, the other shaking him. He felt Dave against his back with one arm draped over his hip. 


"Morning, buddy. Merry Christmas!" 
Shane put his little hand over his mouth. "Daddy, is Uncle D still asleep?" 
"Yeah, looks that way: 

"Come on, | wanna show you something" The little boy took his father's hand 


"Slow down a sec, bud" Taylor slid out from under Dave's arm and sat on the edge of the bed, rubbing his 


face with the palms of his hand. 

"No, Daddy. We have to go now!" Shane tugged at his hand again. 

"Okay, okay. Now." 

Taylor stood and adjusted the waistband of the flannel pants he put back on before they went to sleep last 
night. He raked his fingers through his hair and shuffled slowly out of the room, closing the door softly behind 
him. He followed Shane downstairs to the family room. He didn't expect what he saw and it left him confused. 
There were a bunch more wrapped gifts under the tree than there were when he and Dave went to bed last 
night. 

"Wow! Where did this come from?" 


"Duh, Daddy. Santa!" 


"Oh, Santa. OF course." Sure, if Santa's name was Dave Grohl, Tay thought to himself. What the hell did he do? 


"Santa must be confused. He must think a good boy lives here." 
"Daddy!" 


Taylor smiled and kissed the boy's head. "Let's make coffee for Uncle D and go wake him up. I'm sure he's 


gonna want to see all this before you tear it up." 


"But | want to open them now!" 


"I know, bud, but it's- oh, God- it's six o'clock in the morning. Its so early. They won't go any place. They'll still 


be here when Uncle Dave gets up and then you can go nuts, | promise.” 


Shane scrambled back up the steps and opened the bedroom door. He ran across the room and launched 


himself onto the bed, on top of Dave. 

"Uncle D! Get up! It's Christmas and | wanna open stuff! Get up, get up!" 

Taylor probably should have instructed Shane to be a bit quieter but it was fun watching his son wake Dave 
up. He set the coffee mug on the table and joined his son in being obnoxious. He poked and tickled the 


slumbering Dave until he groaned and grabbed Shane. 


"Who is this beating on me and waking me up?! How dare youl" He rolled Shane onto his back on the bed, lifted 
the t-shirt he was wearing and started blowing raspberries on his belly. 


The little boy wiggled and grabbed two handfuls of Dave's hair, laughing hysterically. "Uncle D! Uncle D, stop!” 
By the time Dave stopped, Shane was out of breath and laid still for a second before he remembered what 
was waiting for him downstairs. He popped up and yelled at Dave. "Come on, Uncle D! Get up!" He slid off the 
bed and ran downstairs again 

"Come onl" He yelled from the bottom of the steps. 

Tay and Dave smiled at each other before Dave rolled to the side of the bed where Taylor stood He sat on 
the edge and pulled the thin, blonde man toward him, to stand between his knees. He held his boyfriend by the 
hips and pressed his cheek against his stomach. Tay laid his hands gently on the soft, brown hair of his lover. 
"Merry Christmas, babe." Dave said. 

"Merry Christmas, D" Tay replied as he hooked a finger under Dave's chin and turned his face up toward his. 
He bent and kissed Dave's lips. "Now get up before the kid has a meltdown And what the fuck are all those 
presents down there?" 

Dave grinned. "| don't know what you're talking about. Did Santa come last night?" 

"No. But | did" 

"I know. | was there." Dave winked. He put on a pair of pajama pants and Taylor handed him the coffee. 


"Daddy! Uncle D, come on!" 


Taylor laughed as he snaked an arm around Dave's back and urged him toward the door. 


Dave bought a new TV and an Xbox with all the Rock Band attachments for Shane. 

"| figured we could put it in your room for you here and we'll play together. Is that cool?" 
"Yes! This is awesome!" The little boy gushed 

"Awesome!" Taylor glared at Dave 

"What?" Dave asked with a shrug, 

"Daddy, there's one here with your name on it. It says it's from Santa!" 

"Oh really? Santa remembered me too?" 


Dave intercepted the small package as Shane tried to give it to Taylor. "We can save this one for later. What 


else you see over there, bud?" 

Taylor gave his boyfriend a questioning glance. Dave smiled and patted his leg. 

"That's it" the boy said sadly. 

"That's it? No, can't be. Where's mine? Santa didn't leave anything for me?" 

"Nope, you musta been bad!" Shane giggled. 

Dave pouted. "| was not!" 

"Bud, Santa told me there was something else that was too big to put under the tree. He left it downstairs.” 
"Oh, | bet that's Uncle D's present. Come on, let's go see!" Shane pulled on Dave's arm. 


Dave smiled at Taylor as he let Shane pull him to his feet. The little boy held Dave's hand and led the man 


down the stairs. Taylor followed, carrying a camera. 
Shane stopped in the garage. "I don't see nothing. Do you?" 
"Nope, nothing in here. Let's check back here." Dave led the boy back into the studio. 


"Wow! Uncle Dave, Santa got you new drums!" Shane shrieked and pointed at the kit with the big, red bow 


around the bass drum. Dave laughed. Taylor snapped a picture of the boy's surprised face. 


"| don't think they're big enough for me, bud" Dave tried to sit down on the tiny stool. "Santa screwed up. 


These can't be for me." 


"Oh." Shane looked crestfallen for a moment before the wheels turned in his little head. "Are they for me?" He 
turned to look at his father. 


"I think they might be." 
"No way! Daddy! Real drums?!" 
Dave picked up the sticks that were sitting on the snare and handed them to the boy and vacated the stool. 


Taylor handed Dave the camera as they exchanged positions in the room. Tay stood behind Shane and put his 
hands over the boy's as they held the sticks as Dave took pictures. 


They were still down there playing when Lucy and Al came over. Al was carrying a large, flat package that was 


almost as big as she. Taylor rushed over to take it from her. 
"Merry Christmas!" He kissed her cheek. "Thanks for bringing this." 


They pried Shane away from his drums for a while and went upstairs. Dave and Al made a big breakfast and 


after they ate, there were yawns all around. Shane fell asleep across the couch, using Al's lap as his pillow. 
Dave used this opportunity to put that small package in Taylor's lap. 

"Why didn't you want me to open this before?" 

"No real reason | just wanted you to wait! 

Taylor slid a finger between the folds in the paper and ripped. He pulled the small box out and opened the lid. 
Inside were two passes to the Who concert at the Staples Center next month and a white envelope beneath 
them. 

"The Who next month?" Taylor asked 

"You don't want to go? Fine. Lucy, want to go see the Who with me?" 

"Hell yeah!" 

"But what's this?" And Tay held up the white envelope. 

"Keep going 


Taylor opened it and pulled out the folded piece of paper. He read quietly and finally looked up at Dave. "Wow." 


Dave smiled and tilted his head. 

"| love you. This is, um, this is absolutely the .how did you think of this?" 

"My Mom gave me the idea" 

"What is it?" Lucy and Al asked at the same time. 

Taylor passed the paper to Al, not taking his eyes off of Dave. 

"Wow. Dave, this is incredibly generous of you." Al said as she passed the paper to Lucy. 

"Now my gift feels incredibly frivolous." Taylor commented as he slid that large, flat package in front of Dave. 


"lm sure lm going to love it" He said as he ripped into the paper, revealing a large frame. Inside the frame 


was a t-shirt, stretched flat. Dave looked at it for a moment. 

"Wow. Where did you find this?" 

"Oh, it was just laying around" Taylor grinned and winked. 

It was a Led Zeppelin concert t-shirt from the 1919 Knebworth show signed by all four members of the band 


"This is ridiculous, babe. | don't know where you managed to find this but it belongs in a museum or 


something." 

"Instead, it's going to hang in your house. Still nothing compared to what you did." 
I'm a terrible gift giver. My mother had this idea and | went with it" 

‘It's a great idea. I'm happy she thought of it" 

"She was still heated about what happened in October." Dave smirked. 


And Taylor relayed to the girls the story about the woman in the art supply store and how Dave's mother 
handled her. 


"I'd still be heated too. Good for your Mom, D." 


"Now | understand why she suggested you make a donation to the Gay and Lesbian Alliance Against Defamation, 
But wow, twenty-five grand." Lucy shook her head. 


"Tis the season for giving." Dave winked. 


Chapter Forty-two 


The contractors were nearly finished and the inspectors were coming. Taylor agreed to meet Lucy at 10:30. He 
sat at the island, eating cereal and watching the clock on the microwave. He was getting anxious. He had to 
leave the house in fifteen minutes and still hadn't thought of a sufficient lie to tell Dave. And worse, the dark- 


haired man was leaning against the kitchen counter, staring him down. 


"I gotta take off in a few minutes. |, um, I'm meeting Lucy..out" Taylor gave himself a mental kick in the ass. 


Good cover up, idiot. 


"Out where?" Dave was bent on giving Taylor a hard time. He could tell there was something big going on the 
last few weeks. Between the boys constantly covering for him and the way Taylor fidgeted more so than usual 
when he told Dave a lie, he was confident Tay was involved in something Dave wasn't supposed to know about. 


"Uh, she's, um, she's putting her condo on the market and | agreed to meet the realtor with her." 


Dave said nothing but stared into Taylor's eyes. The blonde lost that contest and lowered his gaze to his cereal 
bowl. He knew Dave knew he was lying to him but when Dave didn't ask, Tay didn't offer. He stepped off the 


stool and around the island to put his bowl and spoon in the dishwasher that Dave was blocking with his ass. 
"Move it." 


Dave still stared as he side-stepped to the left, freeing up the dishwasher. He still didn't ask. He was fairly 
certain that whatever it was, it was benign, but there was a knot in his stomach nonetheless. Just ask, he 
thought. Just tell him it's eating at you and you can't help it. Its not that you don't trust him, it's just hard 
being left in the dark. Dave was about to open his mouth when Taylor spoke. 


"Okay, I'll be home later this afternoon. Love you." he said, refusing to meet the man's penetrating gaze. 


When he was finally in the safety of his truck, he exhaled. Asshole, he thought, he couldn't just ask me? No, 
he's gotta get all mindfucky and shit. And as Taylor was backing the truck away from the house, he glanced up 
and saw Dave in the window, watching. So Taylor did the most mature thing he could think of in a situation like 
this, he flipped Dave off. 


Taylor parked the truck behind the building and walked in through the loading dock. The place was seriously 
impressive. It looked like a totally different building than when Lucy first showed it to him. He found Michael, 
the general contractor, up at the front of the store. 


"Hey Michael, how are you?" 


"Taylor. Good to see you. We're done, pal. We're just waiting on the inspector and once you get the certificate 


of occupancy, we out." 


"The place looks freaking tremendous, dude. | can't thank you enough." 
"Sure, you can. You can pay me." Michael said with a laugh. 
"Oh, right. | do owe you a bit of money, don't |?" 


"A bit. You hear this guy? Thirty-seven grand sound like a bit of money to you, Brian?" Michael asked one of 
his guys as they walked past. 


"Pocket change!" He called 


"IIl get you that change as soon as we have the CO in our hand. You guys are gonna come to the grand 


opening, right?" 

| heard you were playing.” 

"You heard correctly, sir." 

"Then no, | ain't" The man said with a chuckle. 

"Fuck you then" Taylor laughed and playfully punched the man's shoulder. 

Lucy walked in with the inspector on her arm. "Look who | found lurking out back!" 


"| was not lurking. | was inspecting.” The man said. He was older, tall and slender, with white hair and glasses, 


wearing shirtsleeves and a tie, along with an orange hard hat. 
"Hi, Taylor Hawkins. Nice to meet you" Tay extended his hand. 
"Im Jim Brewer. Not the comedian, different spelling” 

"Ah. Better looking, too” 

‘Let's not start with the ass kissing just yet, Mr. Hawkins” 
‘Sorry 


Jim Brewer started walking around, making notes on his clipboard. Lucy, Tay and Michael fell in step behind him. 
Lucy elbowed Taylor in the ribs and made a ‘what the fuck is wrong with you? face at him. 


"I'm nervous, sorry!" Tay whispered. 


The inspection took three hours and by the end of it, Taylor was bouncing off the walls with boredom and 
nervous energy. He was babbling and drumming on anything within arms reach. At one point, he even drummed 
a little on Jim Brewer's orange hard hat. Lucy had to grab his arms and yank him away. 


"Sorry! Sorry, Mr. Brewer!" 


Its okay, | understand. This stuff is boring." He smiled when he handed Michael the CO. "You're all set. 


Congratulations!" 

Lucy squealed and hugged Taylor. "We did it! I'm so fucking amped. Thank you so much!" 

Taylor picked Lucy up and swung her around while they both yelled and laughed. He was still holding onto her 
when he turned to Jim Brewer. "Dude, you gotta come to the opening. We're gonna have a great three day 
weekend with bands and drinks and shit" 

"Who's playing?" 

‘lam. And a few others." 

"I'm out then, sorry." Jim Brewer said with a straight face. 


Taylor all but dropped Lucy and stared at the man, mouth open, shoulders slumped. 


"HA!" Michael laughed. “Sorry, dude, | put him up to that" Then he turned to the inspector. "I told you he'd 
invite you. | think the whole fucking city got an invite." 


"Dicks. I'm going home. Luce, call me when we can start stocking the store and when you hear about the liquor 


license." 
Michael cleared his throat. "Forgetting something, Hawkins?" 


“That stunt you just pulled cost you thirty-seven thousand" Taylor pointed a finger at him and raised an 


eyebrow. 


The drummer's stomach tightened as he turned the engine off. More lies, he thought. It's hard lying to 
someone who knows you're lying but who also doesn't know the truth. Taylor felt like Dave was probably 
thinking the worst, like he had something going on the side. Would Dave really think that?, he wondered. And 
why would | feel insulted if he didn't? 


Dave was standing in the window again. Taylor looked up at him as he climbed out of the truck. That's not 
bizarre at all, he thought. 


"You been standing there all day, just waiting for me to get home?" 


"Yep." 
"Fucking creep." 


Dave resumed his silent watching. Taylor was going to crack, he knew it. This was all part of his strategy. Fuck! 
Taylor thought. Ignore him, just ignore him. 


"WHAT!" Taylor screamed. "What the fuck is wrong with you? Stop staring at me!" Way to ignore him, 


dumbass. 

"Where were you, Taylor?" Dave asked calmly. 
"| told you where | was going” 

"Yes, but we both know you were lying" 


| was cheating on you with..with.." Think of someone, come on, quickly! "Nate." As soon as the name came out 


of his mouth, he cringed. 
Dave threw his head back and laughed. "Oh, really?" 


"Come on, D. You're the one that said all those months ago, remember? You said, ‘Can't a man have a secret 


or two?! " 

"| meant me." 

"I'm not telling you. You'll find out soon enough." 

"| can make you tell me. You're so close to cracking as it is.” 

"If you do, | won't forgive you." 

Dave smirked and pulled his boyfriend into his arms. "You won't, huh?" 
"Stop it!" 


Dave kissed his forehead, then his cheek, then his lips. "Fine, don't tell me. But you should know that you talk in 


your sleep." 
"| do not!" 


"Maybe you do." Another kiss. "Maybe you don't.” 


"I hate you right now." Taylor muttered. 

"Mmm, | bet you do." Dave moaned into Taylor's ear. 

Taylor was pretty sure that, if he wasn't leaning against Dave's chest, he would have slipped to the floor. 
Between Dave's ‘| want sex' voice and the things he was doing with his hands under Tay's sweatshirt, his bones 
had turned to jello. He'd tell Dave anything he wanted to know right now. The CIA could use a man with Dave's 
particular set of skills. 

"There is one way to keep from telling me." Dave said. 


"Huh? What's that?" 


Dave pushed Taylor out of his arms and gave the drummer a smug grin as he unbuckled his belt. 


Chapter Forty-three 


"Do you really want me to tell you?" Taylor asked quietly as he lay in bed next to Dave. 

There were mere inches between their bodies but he felt like Dave was miles away. After their exchange 
earlier that evening, after he had pleasured Dave, he felt something awkward and unpleasant in the pit of his 
stomach. To him, it wasn't worth keeping the secret if it was causing ill feelings between the two of them. 

"I do really want you to tell me." Dave replied. He turned to face Taylor. "H's my own hang up, though. Nothing 
you've done wrong. You know me well enough by now to know I'm a control freak. It's all | can focus on. Knowing 


that you know something | don't is killing me!" He said with a small laugh. 


Taylor rolled to his side to face Dave as well He slid a hand down Dave's shoulder and arm. "I'll tell you but 
you have to act surprised to Al and Luce. And you have to help me." 


"You don't really have to. I'll manage." 
"No, you won't. Besides, keeping it from you isn't worth the weird shit going on between us." 
"But that's my fault. I'm sorry, babe." 


"It is your fault but its okay. Its just who you are. When I'm not trying to keep something from you, | actually 
love that part of your personality. It's nice knowing that you got everything under control." 


Dave grasped his boyfriend by the back of his neck and drew him in to kiss him. Taylor slid the rest of his 
body against Dave's and snuggled against his chest. "Lucy quit Rolling Stone." He began quietly. 


"Oh, really? When?" 
"November." 
"Seriously?" 


"Yeah, she sold the apartment in New York also. And she bought an old warehouse in Northridge, four blocks 
from 606. That's where I've been going." 


"An old warehouse? For what?" 
"Did you know there were no instrument stores in Northridge?" 


"She's opening a store?" 


"Yes." 


"Ah, that's cool. Why couldn't you tell me that?" 


“There's more. There's a store up front and a huge theatre in the rear with a stage and a bar. So she's gonna 


have a store in the front and a small venue in the back" 

"Again, not seeing why you couldn't tell me." 

"We just wanted to surprise you with the big grand opening weekend, that's all." 
"When is it?" 


"Haven't nailed it down yet. Sometime next month." Tay yawned against Dave's shoulder. "We got the CO today. 
We can probably start stocking the store soon" 


"Can | ask you something?" 
"Hmm?" 


"Why are you so invested in this? | mean, don't get me wrong, it's a great idea and | hope it takes off. But you 


were in middle of recording. ls that on hold now?" 


"Yeah, for a little while. We put some stuff down, we'll get back to it. And Lucy needed some help getting it off 


the ground so she asked me." 
"How much help?" 
"What does it matter, babe?" 


"You're right. It doesn't. It's your business" Dave held Tay a bit tighter, pushing his lips against the drummer's 
blonde hair. 


"| paid for the renovations. Seventy-five. And she agreed to give me thirty percent” 
"Thirty percent of everything?" 

"Yeah" 

"That's cool. | hope it does well” 


"It will, now that | have your help." 


"What do you want me to do?" 

"Put us on the bill for the big weekend." 
"| can do that" 

"Good. Now go to sleep. | love you." 

I'm sorry | was a dick. | love you, too." 
"You weren't a dick." 

"| was kind of a dick." 

"Okay, kind of. Happy now?" 


"Happy." 


Taylor arrived at 8:00 in the morning the day they scheduled to stock the store. He was giddy with 
excitement, mostly because he couldn't wait to try everything out. There were racks and racks for drums on 
one wall. Guitars and bass guitars on another. One corner of the store was reserved for making repairs and 
modifications. Lucy had a guy who did repairs out of his house. He'd agreed to lease some space from her to 


get his shop out of the house. 

Taylor was drooling over the kit the guys from Gretsch were putting together on the floor. 

"Wanna have a go at it?" A girl with short black hair, heavy, dark eyes, and a lip piercing asked when she 
appeared at his side. She wore a black Cannibal Corpse tank top and with red and black plaid pants. She handed 
him a pair of sticks. "I'm Meytal, drum techie-type girl” She smiled. 


"Then fuck no. | wanna see you have a go at it. And Meytal? Interesting and entirely appropriate." 


She shrugged. "Suit yourself. And it's really Meghan. | like Meytal better." She sat down on the stool and let 


loose. 


He laughed when he immediately recognized what she was playing. "Dude. Everybody does Everlong. You're in a 
Cannibal Corpse shirt and you play Everlong? l'm disappointed." 


"lim just getting warmed up." She replied with a wink And then she switched gears and started hammering out 


The Running Free. 


"No, no, no. Come on. Let me hear what you got." 


"Fine. | don't know if you're ready for it though." 


Tay grinned. Well, she had the right attitude, at the very least. She was good. A little sloppy but that could be 
fixed, 


"How old are you?" He asked her after she finished. 
"Are you trying to pick me up?" 

"Nope" 

"I'm twenty-three." 

"And where did Lucy find you?" 


"| answered the ad she put up at this dive club downtown. | used to tend bar there. This seemed like a better 
gig” 


A kid with bleached blonde, shaggy hair and bright blue eyes approached with a guitar in his hand. "Dude, | 


heard you. You're awesome. I'm Ben" 

"Meytal. Nice to meet you. You working here too?" 

"Yeah, just finished setting up the amp on this." 

And just like that, the two of them started to jam. Taylor took a step back and suddenly felt old. Pretty soon, 
another younger man who bore a slight resemblance to Shiflett came over with a bass guitar over his 
shoulder joined in 

Lucy came over and stood next to Tay. "Look at these guys." 

"Kids. They're babies, for fuck's sake and look at them wail." 

Ben looked up for a moment and stopped playing. When he stopped, the other two did as well. 

"Hey, you guys know any Foo Fighters?" Ben asked them. 

Meytal smirked and launched into My Hero. 


"Yeah. This isn't exactly my forte." she said with a grin. “But | could get over that.” 


‘Oh, | think she was calling you out, Tay." 


"| was. He hasn't stepped up here once. Come on, Hawkins, show us what you got" 

"Aw, fuck" He groaned as he unzipped his hoodie. "You asked for it: 

The big weekend was a sold out success. Chevy Metal played played Friday night. On Saturday, the boys played 
a two hour set. And then on Sunday afternoon, Taylor played again with the Coattall Riders before Rise Against 
did them a favor and closed out the weekend 

"Im fucking exhausted" Taylor sighed as he collapsed into bed. "What a great weekend, though” 

"That place is great. Im so impressed with the work you guys did | know it's gonna be huge" 

"| hope so. | think itll be a great place for local bands to come up." 

"Dude, that girl is hot and she's totally into you" 

"What girl? Meytal2" 


"Yeah." 


"She ain't into me, she's too hardcore to be into a pussy like me. Besides, I'm spoken for." Tay pulled Dave into 


his arms and kissed him. 


"You are?" Dave pretended to be surprised. 


"You better get outta my bed, then!" 
"Oh, he wont mind” 

"HE?! You mean you're gay?" 

"For this guy, | am" 

"He must be pretty extraordinary" 
"Yeah, he's okay’ 

"Just okay?" 


"For now. I'll let you know in the morning if my opinion has changed” And he kissed Dave again as he climbed on 
top of him. 


"I thought you were exhausted." 


"Second wind." 


Chapter Forty-four 


Now that the store and the venue were open and operating, Tay pulled back a little and resumed working on 
the new Coattails record. Dave was happy Tay was back in the studio but found himself with nothing to fill his 
days. He ended up spending a lot of time at the store. The kids were always thrilled to see him and Lucy would 
take a look at him walking through the door and shake her head. 

"Hey, attention whore, what a surprise to see you today." She told him. 

"| get bored at home all by myself." 

"Aww, poor baby. 


"How's it going today?" 


"Good. Come and let me show you what we got in today." Lucy led him to the large, glass, locked display case. 
There was a red Gibson inside. She unlocked the case and took the guitar out and handed it to Dave. 


"Its a 1963 E$335, all original." 
"Where the hell did you find this? It's stunning.” 


"Jake knows a guy who needed to thin out his collection. He said he bought this in 1965 for $300. Now, Jake 
says it's worth over $15,000. Can you imagine that? | paid the guy eight grand for it" 


"What does it sound like?" Dave asked with a raised eyebrow. 

"Why don't you go find out?" Lucy smiled. 

Dave's face lit up. "You're gonna let me play it?" 

"Why not?" 

Like a kid with a new toy, Dave took the guitar and ran through the double doors to the stage where all the 
equipment was always set up, merely waiting for a man and a guitar. Ben joined Lucy as they stood nearby and 
watched Dave shred on this treasured guitar. Lucy felt her phone vibrate in her hand and had to vacate to a 
quieter place to take the call, leaving Ben standing by himself. 


When Dave finished, Ben applauded. "Dude, that thing sounds insane! Can |? Just a minute?" 


Dave looked at him and then at the guitar. "Okay, go for it, kid." 


And the kid played The Pretender for Dave. Dave started singing on cue and Ben smiled brightly at him. 
"Thank you, that was awesome!" Ben gushed when they were finished. 
"Nah, man. Thank you." Dave put his arm around the kid's shoulders. 


Ben twitched slightly before he slowly wrapped one arm around Dave's lower back and his other around Dave's 


stomach. The kid pushed his small frame up against the older man's side and leaned toward his face. 
"Whoa" Dave said softly, gently pushing the boy away. 


"IFs all good. | won't say anything. | just know that you..well, that you.." And the words were lost when Ben 
grabbed Dave's shoulders and pulled him into a kiss. Ben backed himself against the wall and yanked Dave 
against his body, holding him there with arms around the man's neck. 


A million thoughts swirled violently through Dave's head. How would he have handled this a few years ago 
when he was fucking every girl that threw herself at him? Well, he would have fucked her. But this was a boy. 
A boy that knew he was in a relationship with his drummer. A boy that knew he was gay because he was in a 
relationship with his drummer. A boy that was a really good kisser. A boy whose hand was sliding into the 
front of Dave's jeans. And then he saw Taylor. Taylor's smile, the silly way he sometimes talked with his hands, 
the way his pupils dilated when his eyes met Dave's, the way Dave had come to love Shane like he was his own 


Son. 


Dave broke away from the boy and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. He shook his head. "Don't ever 
try that again" He said simply and walked away from Ben to take the guitar back into the store. 


"Because you liked it too much?" Ben asked before Dave reached the door. 
Dave turned and walked back to the boy. This time he pressed his body against Ben's roughly and pushed his 
face within an inch of his. Big, wise, brown eyes stared into beautiful, young, naive, blue eyes. Ben leaned 


forward, his lips searching for the man's again. Dave leaned back. 


"Because you will learn the hard way what happens when you fuck with me. If the only reason you are here is 


to get in my pants, you should walk out that door and never come back. Its never going to happen" 


Ben watched as Dave walked away again. We'll see about that, he thought as his head flopped back against the 


hard, concrete wall with a thud. 


"Because you liked it too much?" Dave heard Ben's voice echoing in his head. He grunted and tried to push it 


away. 


"Well? No?" Taylor was looking at him expectantly. 


‘lm sorry, babe. What did you say?" 
They were sitting outside at the table, eating the steaks that Dave had prepared on the grill 


"What's the matter with you? You're a million miles away. Something on your mind?" 

"No," Dave said too quickly. "I mean, yes, but it's not important" 

"| asked if you'd come by tomorrow and play on a song for me." 

‘Oh yeah!" Dave was relieved to have something to do so the temptation to return to the store wasn't there. 
"Good. Now tell me whats on your mind." 

‘Its not important. Come here, you have barbeque sauce on your lip." 

Taylor stuck his tongue out and licked his bottom lip and then his top lip. "Get it?" 

"Nope, afraid not." Dave grinned before he pulled his lover into a deep, intense kiss. 

"There was nothing on my lip, Dave." 

"Oh, maybe | was seeing things then" He stood and grinned. "Get ya another beer?" 

"Nah, l'm good. Water, maybe." 

"Be right back" And he kissed Taylor again before he ran inside. 

"What the fuck is wrong with you?" Tay asked when he returned. "You are acting weird as shit 

"Why? Because | want to kiss my boyfriend?" 

"Because you're being sickeningly sweet" 

"Fine. I'll treat you like shit from now on Jesus fucking Christ, T" Dave snapped as he started clearing the 
table. He was making an extra show of letting the plates and silverware clang together. He knew he was acting 
weird but he couldn't stop himself. He couldn't get those words and those intense blue eyes out of his head. He 
was probably old enough to be the kid's father but damn, those young, smooth lips and baby smooth skin. The 
startling sound of glass breaking jerked him back to the present. 


"Dave, what the fuck?!" Taylor screamed. 


Dave calmly looked down and saw that the bottle of beer he'd been holding in one hand had slipped and fallen to 
the patio. 


"All right. Sit down. Sit the fuck down and | swear to God, you better tell me what's on your mind right now." 
Taylor said through gritted teeth. 


Dave sighed and pressed the heels of his hands against his closed eyes. He was on the verge of telling Tay the 
truth, knowing it was the right thing to do when he suddenly thought of something else. 


‘Lucy got a rare, old guitar in at the store and | want to buy it” 
"That's it?" 
"Yeah, why?" 


"Seems stupid to freak out of a guitar. Just buy the fucking thing and be done with it. Why are you getting all 
fucked up over it?" 


"She said it's worth fifteen grand." 
"That doesn't mean that's how much you have to pay her. I'm sure you can work something out." 


‘Its a 63 Gibson, it sounds amazing! She let me play with it today. And then Ben, that's the blonde kid, he 
played Pretender on it and | had to have it" The guitar, Grohl. Had to have the guitar. 


Tay smiled at him. "So get it, add it to the collection of things you never play with." 
"Things | never play with." Dave repeated. Yes, like Ben. Never play with Ben. 


"Just don't add me to that collection" Tay said as if he was reading Dave's thoughts. He shot his lover an 


inviting glance. 


Dave noted the glance and knew that he was being put to the test. He could play this one of two ways; fuck 
his boyfriend as if there was nothing wrong or fuck his boyfriend because there was nothing wrong. 


Instead, he bent and started picking up the broken beer bottle, pretending he didn't notice the invitation. Taylor 
sighed and walked back into the house. Dave hid in the studio for the rest of the night. He stood in the 
doorway for several minutes, staring at Shane's little kit. He finally approached it and ran an index finger over 


the rim of the tom. 


What are you doing, Grohl? You have the most wonderful man ever right upstairs. He's probably pissed at you 
but if you go up right now, you can probably fix things pretty easily. "Because you liked it too much." 


He sat down behind Taylor's kit and began pounding on them. 


Taylor sat on the couch, listening to the faraway sound of Dave beating the shit out of the drums downstairs. 
What was going on with him and why wouldn't he tell me? Tay pulled his knees against his chest and rested his 
forehead against them. It amazed and frustrated him that they just went through some shit with Tay keeping 
a secret from him and now here he was, keeping something from Taylor. Fuck this, he thought. He stomped 
upstairs, where the sound could not be heard. He turned the TV on and the volume up. 

The drummer rolled over and reached for Dave. His hands came up empty and he groaned. The TV was still on, 
he was still clothed. It appeared that Dave never came up to bed at all. Tay made his way down to the studio 
and found Dave passed out on the couch. He had stripped down to his shorts and had one arm thrown over his 


face, one leg had slipped off the couch. 


"Hey." Taylor said loudly. He picked up a stick and hit one of the cymbals as hard as he could Dave jumped up 
with a loud gasp. 


"What the fuck, asshole?" He grumbled. 
"You slept down here all night" 


"So what?" 


"So what?" Taylor repeated. "So fuck you. All this bullshit talk about how it's hard on you when | keep 


something from you and here you are. Way to go, Dave." 


"Aw, Jesus Christ. You came down here and woke me up in the most irritating way possible to pick a fight with 


me? Fuck, Taylor, if | didn't know any better, I'd think you had a vagina." 


Taylor whipped the stick at Dave, narrowly missing his head. "Fuck you." And then stormed from the room. He 
ran back upstairs, slid his feet into a pair of flip flops, grabbed his wallet, phone and keys and took off. 


Dave wandered into the Rainbow around eleven. He found Lemmy sitting at the poker machine. 
"Just the man | wanted to see." He gripped the man's shoulders. 


"Hey, Dave. Nice to see you. What are you doing here so early?" 

"Getting wasted, buddy. Care to join?" 

"Wasted before noon. Want to talk about it?" 

"Nope. Sure don't" And Dave proceeded to throw back shot after shot after shot 
By two in the afternoon, he had told Lemmy what was bothering him. 


"Are you out of your fucking mind? You're gonna throw away everything you fought to get with Taylor for a 


fucking twenty year old with a tight, little ass?" 

| don't want to throw anything away but | can't get this fucking kid out of my head. He's in there, the shit he 
said, the way he felt. | don't want him there but | can't get him out. And Taylor isn't making it any better. He's 
acting like a fucking suspicious little bitch." 

"Because he's not a fucking dumbass, Dave. He's known you forever, he can probably smell that kid on you." 

"| gotta go find him." Dave tried to stand up and stumbled. 

"You can't go nowhere, you're too shitfaced. Just sit down" 


"IIl call him." And Dave took his phone out and dialed Taylor. 


It went to his voicemail and Dave cursed. "Call me back! | know you didn't answer cause it's me but | wanna talk 
to you. Goddamn it, call me back right now!" 


"You're pretty fucking stupid, you know that?" Lemmy said to him. 

"Why? | know he was sitting there, staring at his phone, ignoring me." 

"You know that, do you? And do you really think he's gonna call you back now, after that shitty message?" 
Dave groaned. "| gotta get outta here." 

He didn't remember driving the bike from the Rainbow to the store but he stumbled through the door and 
immediately spotted Ben standing on a stepladder, putting an acoustic up on a rack. He turned when he heard 


the door open. The smile on his face annoyed Dave. 


"Follow me." Dave growled at him. 


Chapter Forty-five 


Dave waited in the doorway of the men's bathroom. After Ben walked in, Dave locked the door. 
| had a feeling you'd be back" Ben smiled and attempted to put his arms around Dave's neck. 


Dave avoided him. "I don't want you. | need you to understand that. I'm flattered, honestly. | mean, you're a 


young kid and I'm old enough to be your father. But I'm not fucking up what I've got with Taylor." 

"Is okay. He doesn't have to know." Ben tried again to touch Dave. 

"Fuck" The man huffed. "You don't fucking get it, do you? This isn't about Taylor finding out. This is about me 
being able to look him in the eye. And after yesterday, | can't. So if you still think this is gonna happen, you're 
out of your fucking mind.” 

"You wouldn't have come all the way down here, drunk, if you didn't want me, at least a little bit." Ben said and 
then pulled his t-shirt over his head. He snatched Dave's hand before he could move away again. Ben pressed 
the older man's hand against his quivering chest. "Take me, please. l'm all yours." 

Dave stared at the hand against the boy's chest. Slowly, Ben let his own hands slip away and Dave's stayed 
where it was. Ben watched the man's expression cloud. Where anger had been, he now saw contemplation. And 
contemplation soon gave way to an altogether new expression that Ben could not decipher. He suddenly felt 


Dave's hand pushing him, forcing him to back peddle until he was against the wall. 


"This is what you want, huh?" Dave growled as he pressed his body against the boy's. Dave snaked an arm 


around the back of the boy's shoulders and took a handful of hair, yanking Ben's head back, exposing his neck. 


With his mouth millimeters away from the smooth, taut skin below Ben's ear, Dave exhaled. Ben could smell 
the liquor on his breath and he swooned. 


"Beg me." Dave commanded. 
Ben shuddered as his eyes rolled back in his head. "Fuck me, please! Jesus Christ! Please, please. | want you." 


Abruptly, Dave stepped back, breaking all physical contact and the boy's knees buckled. "We're not doing this. 


Ever. Do you understand me?" 
Ben stared at the man, trying to collect himself. "But you want To." 
"It doesn't matter." 


"If it doesn't matter, why are you in here with me?" 


"Because!" Dave shouted, letting his drunken frustration get the better of him. "Because | need to make it clear 
to you, and myself, that | am not going to allow anything to happen between us. Look, a year ago, if you had 
come on to me, | don't know what | would have done." He raked a hand through his hair. "Thats not true. | know 
exactly what | would have done. Because I've been someone in between the right and wrong for a hell of a long 
time. But now, | know what's right for me and it's not fucking everything with two legs. It's a fucking miracle in 
itself that he let me in. So please, please Ben. Just leave me alone." 

Without waiting for a response, he staggered over to the door, unlocked it, and was gone. What he didn't see, in 
his agitated state, was Lucy coming down the hall. She almost bumped into Ben as he was coming through the 
door, pulling his shirt down his chest. 

Dave drove the four blocks to the studio and was extremely grateful to see Tay's truck in the parking lot. 
Inside, he pulled the door open and saw Tay's back to him as he was sitting at the piano, Shiflett sitting on the 
bench beside him. Nate and Gannin were standing beside the piano. All conversation and playing ceased when 
they all looked up at him. 

"Hi." Dave smiled weakly. 

"You're too late. Chris did it" Taylor muttered. 

"T, can | talk to you for a minute?" 


"No. We're busy. Go home. I'll talk to you then" 


“Taylor, please." Dave stumbled forward and knocked into a mic stand, knocking it over, against a table and 


sending bottles of water and take out containers flying. 


"Goddamn it, Dave." Taylor shot up and quickly tried to pick things up before he grabbed Dave's arm and pulled 


him into the vacant control room. With the glass wall 

"What the fuck is wrong with you?" Taylor screamed. "Are you fucking wasted?" 

Chris and Nate and Gannin tried not to watch but it was like a car wreck, they couldn't look away. 
"Im sorry. | fucked up. I'm so sorry” Dave looked down at the floor. 

"You fucked up. How?" Tay asked, crossing his arms over his chest. 

"|, um, that kid at the store." 


"What kid?" 


"The blonde with the eyes." Dave listlessly pointed at his own head and eye as he tried to remember the kid's 


name. 


"Ah. | wondered how long it would take for the real Dave to emerge. Just long enough for me to believe in you. 


| should have known" Taylor was alarmingly calm and that freaked Dave out even more. 


"No! No, no, no! | didn't do anything with the kid! | mean, he kissed me and took his shirt off and | touched him 
but that's it! | swear that's it. I'm just.l'm just a fucking idiot. Yesterday, he came on to me and | got so 
fucking freaked out. That's why | acted like a total asshole last night. | was out of my mind” 


"You were out of your mind because some kid came on to you? People come on to you all the time. Why get 
freaked out now?" 


Dave shrugged. He had yet to raise his eyes from the floor and he cursed Ben again for taking the ability to 


look Taylor in the eyes away from him. 

"Because you enjoyed it so much?" 

Dave visibily cringed. 

"Dude, he must have fucked up hard" Nate commented to Chris. 

"Look at T, fucking owning his ass." 

‘I'm kind of nervous. This could be bad." 

"You guys are crazy. There's no fucking way they're not leaving here in each other's arms." Gannin added. 
"Ill take that bet. Hundred bucks says Tay kicks him out" 

"What makes you so sure?" 


"Look at the way he's standing there, all calm and shit. If he was just going to forgive D, he'd be screaming at 
him for like two minutes and they'd be making out. Nah, he's fucking livid” 


| want you to leave. | can't even fucking look at you." 
Dave's shoulders slumped further as he wordlessly reached for the door. 
"I fucking told you." Nate whispered, holding his hand out to Gan 


"Nope. It's not over yet." 


There were two things going through Dave's mind. If he walked out the door now, maybe Tay would come home 
tonight and they could talk things out. If he stayed and fought with Tay to show him how much he wanted to 
make things right, maybe he'd come home tonight and he could show Taylor how sorry he was. He turned back 
to the drummer. 

‘lm not leaving. Not until I've convinced you that | didn't do anything with that kid and that | love you so 
much." and he finally found the strength to look Taylor in the eye. "I fucked up simply by entertaining the idea. 
That was wrong. This kid came on to me and | thought, wow, old man’s still turning heads. And it was 
intoxicating, l'll admit it. | acted like a shithead last night. And today. | found Lemmy and we got drunk and he 
told me | was being a fucking asshole. And that voicemail? I'm a dick. I'm sorry about that. | went over to the 
store and saw Ben | told him | didn't want him, | only wanted you. And he should just leave me alone." 

"| predicted this. Remember? | told you | knew you.’ 

"You didn't predict this! You said | would break your heart!" 

Taylor merely looked at him. 

"Oh." 

"Go home, D" he said quietly as he shook his head. 

"No. I'm not leaving you like this." Dave pulled Taylor into his arms. He happily noted that the drummer didn't 
fight him. With one arm around Tay's lower back and the other hand cradling his head, Dave whispered in his 
ear. "I'm so sorry, please forgive me. | love you and | can't lose you." 


"IIl take that hundred bucks now." Gannin told Nate. 


When Taylor made no attempt to respond, Dave clutched him tighter and pressed his lips to his jaw, causing 
Tay to shudder. 


"Fuck | want to stay angry with you but, like a fucking sucker, | believe you" 

"Oh Jesus, T. Thank you, thank you so much! | will never let you down again, | swear!" 
"Yes, you will. But Hl know you won't mean fo." 

Dave pulled back to look Taylor in the eye. “I really love you" 

"I love you, too." 


Dave smiled and took the blonde's face in his hands and kissed him. He leaned over Tay, forcing him onto the 
floor. He pulled his boyfriend's shirt up and ran light, teasing fingertips over his stomach, letting them linger 


over the button of his pants. 
"D, the guys are right outside’ 

"| know. Let's show them how it's done" He smirked. 

"They're on the floor now." Chris said. Think they're..?" 

"Yep. Go look" 

"Nol I've already seen Dave's hairy ass. Once was enough for me" 

"Okay, together. Come on’ 

"Nol Ned, you're one sick motherfucker: 

Nate grabbed Chris's wrist and dragged him over to the window. When they peered in, they found the two 
lovers on the floor, still fully clothed, and merely kissing and petting each other. Dave's arms were wrapped 
around Tay's shoulders, hands intertwined in his blonde hair. Taylor's hands gripped Dave's neck Their mouths 


were locked together in a long, passionate kiss. 


Nate glanced at Chris and let his hand slide into Chris's, their fingers weaving together. 


Chapter Forty-six 

Shit! Lucy thought. Did | just see what | think | saw? No. Couldn't be. Dave's not that fucking stupid, right? 
"Lucy?" Meytal was in her face, trying to get her attention 

"What? Oh, sorry, hon. What's up?" 


"| got a dude who wants us to carry Tama along with Gretsch. Says he'll always come here but he's loyal to 
Tama." 


‘lm not gonna stock Tama for one dude. Tell him we'll order his shit but I'm not gonna shell out money on the 


off chance he'll buy." Lucy told her. 
"All right. You okay?" 


"Yeah, just saw something weird. You ever do that? See something that is what it looks like but you can't 
believe it is what it looks like so you talk yourself out of it?" 


"Uh, | don't know. You lost me." 
‘Sorry, girl. Forget it. See ya tomorrow." 


Lucy decided to call Dave and ask him about it directly. She dialed and got his voicemail. She asked if they could 
get lunch the following day. 


"l'Il see you at home. Maybe in two or three hours, okay?" Taylor said as he walked Dave to the door. 

"Okay. | wish you didn't stop me in there." 

"Just think of how excited I'll be when | get home." 

Dave smiled. "| don't deserve you." 

"This is true. But you got me anyway." Tay let his head rest against the door frame as he gazed into Dave's 
perfect, large, deep, brown eyes. He knew earlier, the moment he looked into them, that Dave was telling him 
the truth and that he was deeply remorseful over what had happened. 


"You're staring. What is it?" 


"Nothing. Come here." He reached an arm around Dave's neck and pulled him close. Tay felt Dave's arms 


encircle his waist and hug him tightly. 


Dave pushed his face into Taylor's hair and inhaled, closing his eyes. "I'll be waiting for you." 
"Good. See you at home." 


The brunette kissed Taylor's lips and gave him one last meaningful look before turning to leave. When Taylor 
walked back inside, three faces stared at him expectantly. 


"What?" He smiled. 

"You guys okay?" 

"Yep. Great. Can we get back to work?" 

"Sure. Can you stop grinning like a fool?" 

"No, probably not" Tay admitted with a laugh. 


"| won a hundred bucks from Nate. He bet me that you were gonna kick D out. | said you were gonna kiss and 


make up. | won" 
"You fuckers bet on us? Assholes." But he still smiled. 


They worked for another hour or so before Nate had to leave. Chris put his guitar down and caught up to him 


on his way out. 

"Hey, wait up. What was that back there?" 

"What?" 

"The whole hand holding thing. Just came outta nowhere." 

"Yeah. | don't know. Felt nice though, didn't it? Okay, gotta go. See ya tomorrow." Nate smiled and rushed off. 
"Wait!" 


Nate stopped dead in his tracks and turned. He waited for Chris to say something. When nothing came out of 
the mar's mouth, Nate smiled and tilted his head. "See ya." 


Dave smiled as he parked the bike in the garage and entered the house. He could have lost Tay but he had the 
overwhelming feeling that, somehow, this had made them stronger. 


Taylor's favorite dinner was ready and waiting for him. Dave dug out all the candles he could find in the house 


and set them on the patio table, lighting them all. He turned the lights on in the pool and turned off all the 


other lights in and around the house. Then he popped open a beer and waited. 

He didn't have to wait very long. The engine was cut, the door opened and slammed. Dave heard the door to 
the garage open and close. A moment later, Taylor called his name. Again, closer now. And then he stepped onto 
the patio. 

"What's all this?" 


"Just a little something | whipped up." Dave stood up and approached the blonde. "Come and sit. | hope you're 
hungry. | made the eggplant you like.” 


"See? This is you being sweet for a different reason than last night. | like this better. Thanks. 
Tay sat down and watched Dave fuss over him. 

"Candles even Are you thinking about seducing me, Mr. Grohl?" 

Dave smiled. "Would | need to seduce you to get you in our bed later?" 

"Yes. | don't know what kind of girl you think | am, but Im not easy!" 

"Oh, | would never assume that 

"Good. You gotta work to get some of this ass 

"OF course” 


After they ate and Dave cleaned up, he sent Taylor upstairs. "I'll be just a minute. Go on. Start without me, if 


you're so inclined." 

The dark haired lover entered the bedroom to find his only stark naked on the bed. He was on his stomach, one 
knee pulled up, and clutching Dave's pillow against his chest. When Taylor turned his head to look at Dave over 
his shoulder and his blonde hair fell over his face, the grocery items he was carrying slipped out of Dave's 
hands. 

"What do you have there?" 


"Let's see. I've got that caramel sauce you like, I've got some whipped cream, and I've got strawberries and 


marshmallows." 
"What do you intend on doing with those? Midnight snack?" 


"Something like that." Dave picked the items up and walked over to the bedside table. He set them down and 


crawled onto the bed, on his knees. He bent over Tay and kissed his shoulder and worked his way down the 


drummer's warm, smooth skin of his back. 
Taylor moaned softly. "I love the way your beard feels." 
"Then you'll love this, too." Dave took the can of whipped cream and squirted a line of it up Taylor's spine. 


Tay twitched and gasped. "Fuck, that's cold!" He squirmed and moaned when Dave ran his tongue up, along the 


line, licking the cream off of him. 


When Dave got back up to Tay's neck, he moved his body so that he was on top of the blonde, straddling the 
leg that Tay had extended straight. He took a strawberry and ran the green leaves on top of it softly down 
Taylor's back before he took a big bite of it. He let the juice drip onto his lover's skin and then licked it off. He 
picked up another and fed it to Taylor. He kissed him then, before Tay could swallow it, and used his tongue to 
lap at the juice and the berry in Taylor's mouth. 


"Jesus Christ, D" 

"Good?" 

"You're ridiculous." 

"lll take that as a compliment." Dave smiled and kissed the blonde's temple. 

He took one of the large marshmallows and put it in his mouth, holding it between his teeth. He purposely 
showed it to Tay and flicked his eyebrows before slinking down to his lover's ass. He ran the soft, squishy 
marshmallow over the smooth flesh of Taylor's ass cheek Dave smiled when Tay twitched and grunted 
impatiently. And then he really made Taylor writhe when he pushed the spongy, sugary treat in between his 
cheeks and then bent his head to nibble it and lick it out with his tongue. 


"Fuck me!" Taylor sighed. 


Dave stood up and undressed then. He rolled Taylor onto his back, delighted to find his lover erect. He took the 


whipped cream can in his hand and grinned one his devilish grins. 

"Oh God, no. Fuck" Taylor groaned but made no attempt to dissuade Dave. 

Dave squirted the cold, whipped cream up the length of Taylor's dick and all around his abdomen and balls. 
Tay shuddered and grunted when Dave ran his tongue all over him, licking the whipped cream from his body. 


Dave slid up his body and met Taylor's mouth in a soft, sweet kiss. Tay's head followed Dave as the brunette 
tried to rise off of him, keeping them locked in the kiss. 


The blonde lover sat up and pushed Dave over onto his back. He reached for the caramel and recklessly 
squirted it all over Dave's chest and stomach and hips. 


"Hungry, babe?" 


"Fucking starving." Taylor smiled. He stole a quick kiss from his only's lips before he went to work, licking and 
sucking up all the caramel from Dave's body. He picked up a large strawberry and bit into half of it before 
offering it and his mouth to Dave. They ate it together, teeth grazing teeth, tongues swirling and licking the 


juice and bits of berry from one another's mouths. 

Tay took Dave's hand and raised it to his mouth, he slid his lips over the man's index and middle fingers and 
sucked on them, twisting his tongue around them. His eyes gazed deep into his lover's as he then guided Dave's 
fingers inside of himself. 

"Goddamn, T" Dave groaned. 

"Shut up." Tay said with a giggle as he pushed a marshmallow into Dave's mouth. He pulled his lover's hand 
away and then lowered himself onto Dave's throbbing erection Dave fed his lover the rest of the strawberries 
as he thrust his hips up and down against Taylor, who let the sweet, sticky juice from the berries slip down 
his chin, onto his chest. 

After, they were spent, collapsing against each other in a sticky, sweaty tangle. Dave snuggled against Tay, 
running his tongue over the drummer's chest, tasting the strawberries. 

"D, that was..fucking.." And Taylor's hands flailed as he tried to find the word. 

“Amazing.” 


"Amazing." he repeated. "Thank you. You're sticky, though." 


"Guess that means you're stuck with me." 


Chapter Forty-seven 


Lucy was a little nervous. She had never fired someone before. She didn't sleep at all last night and woke Al up 
at four in the morning to unload on her. She told her what she saw and that Dave was fooling around behind 
Taylor's back. Alison was as angry as she. And neither of them could fall back to sleep after that. 

When Ben arrived for work that morning, Lucy called him into her office that sat atop a flight of stairs, open 
to the store below. 

"Hey, Luce, what's up?" 

‘lm going to ask you one time to explain what | saw yesterday.” 

"What did you see? Oh. When | came out of the bathroom?" 

"Yes. What was going on in there with Dave?" 

"Nothing." 

"Really? Then why were you putting your clothes back on?" 

"Oh. Um, well. Okay, look. 'm sorry! But he came on to me and he's fucking Dave Grohl, right? What was | 
supposed to do? | tried, Lucy! | tried to say no, | mean this is my job! But he insisted and | just." Ben broke 
down in tears. "I just couldn't stop him." 

Lucy was boiling inside. How could he! She pulled the boy into her arms and hugged him tightly, running a 
soothing hand over his hair. "Shh. Don't cry. Everything will be okay. But Ben, you have to be very clear here. 
Are you telling me that he forced himself on you?" 

Ben's body went rigid in her arms. He failed to reply. Lucy pushed him back to look into his eyes. 

"Did he?" 

Very slowly, Ben nodded. 


Lucy was stunned. Angry and stunned. She pulled the boy back into her embrace, mostly because she didn't 
want him to see her face as she tried to figure out what to do. Call the cops? Call Dave? Call Alison? Shit. 


"Are you okay? Did he hurt you?" 
"No, l'm okay." 


"Why didn't you come and tell me yesterday?" 


Ben pushed his face deeper into Lucy's neck and cried harder. 
"Because of who he is?” 

Ben choked and nodded against her. 

"Do you want me to call police?" Lucy asked very quietly. 


"But he's your friend! And he's super famous and they'd never believe me. And, and.." More sobbing. "| can't 


because my family doesn't know...” 
Its nothing to feel ashamed about. You didn't do anything wrong, Ben. He did. Not you. Remember that" 


"I can't call the police. It's okay, | mean, maybe | kind of, secretly, wanted it to happen. | did sort of flirt with 


him, | guess. We spent a lot of time talking about guitars and music and stuff." 

"ll call them for you then 

"Lucy, no! Please! He's your friend and he would never forgive youl" 

"A man who forces himself on another person is not my friend!" 

"Please, | am begging you! | don't want to call the cops. | just want to forget it happened. Okay? Please?" 
Lucy studied his face. "I'll let you think it over. I'll ask again tomorrow." 

"Fine. Can | go now?" 


Ben knew if Lucy called the cops, he'd get pinched for sure. This way, she'd continue to believe him and 


eventually, Dave would realize that turning him down was the worst mistake he ever made 
"Al, | gotta talk to you. This is fucking crazy. So | go to fire the kid and it turns out that Dave um, he , uh." 
"What? He what?" 

"Al, Ben says Dave raped him’ 

"What?! No. No, | don't believe that 


"| don't know, Al. He broke down, sobbing, about it. And | saw them both coming out of the bathroom. | don't 


want to believe it either but | don't know what else to do here." 


"Talk to D. I've known the man a long time, Luce. He would not do that. Just talk to him." 


"Yeah, okay. But damn, this kid was a mess. And even if Dave didn't force himself on the boy, something 
definitely happened” 


"Maybe he's scared of losing his job." 
"So he makes up a lie about being attacked?" 
"| didn't say it was a good idea" 


Taylor came by the house later in the afternoon to pick Shane up for the weekend. 


"Hey, where's Luce?" 

"Still working at the store. How's the record coming along?" 
"Pretty good, another couple weeks and we should be done.” 
Alison watched her ex-husband intently for a moment. 
"What? Why are looking at me like that?" 

She started to speak and then stopped 

‘What's your problem?" 


"Tay, if you knew something that would hurt me but you also knew it wasn't your place to tell me, would 


you?" 
"Would | still tell you? Yeah, probably. Why, what do you know?" 


"There's a kid at the store telling Lucy that D forced himself on him." Alison blurted out and then threw her 


hand over her mouth. 
"What!" 


"She saw them both come out of the men's room and confronted the kid about it today and he told her Dave 
forced himself on him. Tay, | don't think that's true but what's he doing over there in the bathroom with the 
kid?" 


"He said the kid came on to him. He grabbed at him, kissed him, and started taking his clothes off but D 
stopped him." 


"So you guys already talked about it?" 

"Yeah, he was freaking out over it, we got in a huge fight because he was acting like a real asshole and not 
telling me what was going on. He finally told me everything and | believe him. Dave's not the kind of person that 
would attack someone. Trust me." Taylor recalled the day Dave had very nearly attacked him right there in 
that backyard. 

"Why's this kid telling Lucy he did?" 

‘Beats the fuck outta me. Money? Maybe he's pissed Dave turned him down?" 

"Taylor, are you positive he told you the truth?" 

"Al, come on" 

"| know. l'm just, | don't know, scared" 


"Scared? Why?" 


"What if it's true? What if you spend years around a person, thinking you know them and it turns out they're 


capable of some awful shit? Tay, he spends time alone with our son" 

Taylor's fidgeting increased as now he was becoming angry with Alison. "First of all, | can appreciate your fears 
as a mother but try to remember that this is a man | love and care for very much. Second of all, Dave loves 
Shane as if he was his own kid. You never have to worry about our son in Dave's care. And you know that. 


You know Dave. Don't second guess him now. He told me what happened and | know he was telling the truth. 


That's the end of this, okay?" 


After breakfast the following morning, "I have to run down to the studio real quick, | left something there 
yesterday," 


"Want us to come with you?" 


"Nah, I'll just be a few minutes. You two beat some drums downstairs and when i get back, we'll figure out 


something fun to do. I'll be right back." 
He kissed his two men on his way out. 
Taylor opened the door and immediately spotted him. He noted the flash of panic in the kid's bright, blue eyes. 


"| think you and | need to have a chat" 


Chapter Forty-eight 


Meytal watched Taylor walk directly toward Ben and past him, toward the stairs to the office. He gave the 


younger man a dangerous look as he passed. Ben immediately fell in behind the man. 


What the fuck is going on around here? She thought. This was definitely better than working at a shitty bar 


downtown. 
"Why?" Taylor simply asked. 


"Why'd your boyfriend attack me? You'd have to ask him that" Ben replied with a wry grin across his smooth 


face. 
Taylor's hands clenched into fists. "Listen, kid. This ain't my first time on the dance floor, you get me?" 
"Um, no, sir. What do you mean?" 


| mean," Tay began as he leaned in close to the boy's face. "I will make your life a living hell unless you tell 


Lucy the truth and then quit." 

"How do you think you'll do that?" 

"As fucking painfully as | possibly can. You got some set on you, kid. I'll give you that. But you are severely 
over matched. Trust me. You think nobody's ever thought of your little plan before? You think you're the first 
one to try this?" He snarled Taylor's eyes were ablaze with anger. He grabbed a fistful of the kid's collar and 
yanked him forward. "This is not a smart move. Tell the truth and be done with this." 


Ben sighed and finally relented. "I only wanted him once. Just once, you know? And | really thought he wanted 


me. 


"But he made it clear he didn't so why would you create this story that he attacked you? Do have any idea 
fucking idea how damaging that can be? Any at all?" 


"I just figured you'd be pissed and dump him. Then maybe he'd want me." 


Taylor shook his head. "That's the stupidest shit | ever heard. Grow the fuck up, make smart decisions. You 
could have ruined his life and mine, along with my family. Does that mean anything to you?" 


"Well, yeah. | just got carried away. | mean, he's Dave fucking Grohl. And you got him." 


Taylor studied him for a moment. "Sit down here. Let me tell you something." 


And Taylor recounted the way that he and Dave danced around their mutual attraction for years and how 
each of them tried their hardest to ignore it and build other lives. He told the boy about several close calls, 
several near admissions, several rights spent awake and confused and miserable. He described the nights in 
New York and the subsequent downward spiral. 

‘It wasn't easy. But | wouldn't change a thing. Everything we've been through since the day we met led us to 
this here. So two things; if you think for a second that | would roll over and not fight for him, you're fucking 
crazy. I've fought a lifetime for him and I'll fight ten more lifetimes if i have to. And you have an advantage 
over men like Dave and me. You're what? Twenty? And you know who you are already. l'm forty-one. And D? 
Forty-four. Old fuck." 

Ben laughed softly. "Really hot old fuck" 


"Hey." Taylor pointed an index finger at him. "No more of that. Now, we done here? I'll stay and help you to talk 
to Lucy if you want." 


"She's gonna fire me. Isn't she?" 


"| don't know." 


"You could tell her not to." 
| could ask her not to but I'm not convinced you're not going to keep causing trouble." 
"| promise! | swear. I'm really sorry! | love working here, | really do." 


Taylor watched Ben's face, trying to determine if the boy was being earnest. And then they heard Lucy's voice 


below. 

"Please, Taylor?" 

The older man made no reply as Lucy reached the top of the steps. 
"Taylor? Ben?" 

"Ben has something to tell you." 


"Okay." Lucy set her bag on the desk and sat down next to Ben. She eyed Taylor suspiciously. Did Taylor put 
the boy up to this? 


"Lucy, | lied yesterday. Nothing happened" Ben said. 


"Ben. The whole truth." Taylor scolded him. 


The boy sighed. "| made a play for Dave and he turned me down" 
"Then why did you accuse him of attacking you?" Lucy asked him, trying hard to keep her voice calm. 


"| was pissed. | mean, he shot me down. | thought if you all thought he did something terrible like that, he'd 


eventually give in To me." 

"Ben. That's fucking stupid. Do understand how serious this is?" 

"Yeah, | do now. I'm sorry. Lucy, please don't fire me. Please!" 

Lucy glanced at Taylor, who gave a slight shrug. 

"He can stay as far as l'm concerned but I'd totally understand if you didn't think so." 
"Ben, go back to work. Let me give this some thought” 

Ben jumped up and hurried down the stairs. 

"Well. What do you think?" Lucy asked Tay. 


"Like | said, it's your decision. | wouldn't blame you either way. I'd want someone to give me a second chance at 


twenty but I'd also want to protect my family. Tough call." 

"Yeah, thanks. And um, | believed him, T" 

"| know. | understand. Listen, give me a call. | gotta get back. | didn't tell D | was coming down here." 

Later, in the evening, it was movie night at the Grohl-Hawkins residence. Nate and Chris came by with their 
boys. A big blanket fort was constructed in the family room and the boys climbed under to watch movies. The 
men sat on the patio, drinking beer and bullshitting. As Tay attempted to walk past Dave , the brunette pulled 
him into his lap. Taylor passed his bottle from one hand to the other so he could wrap an arm around his 
boyfriend's shoulders. 

"So guys. What was that big fight about?" Chris asked. 

Taylor looked at Dave. Dave shrugged. 

"One of the kids at the store tried to get into Dave's pants and | worried that he had" 


"He didn't, though. And the kid accused me of raping him." 


"Are you serious?" 


"Fuck, what are you gonna do about it?" 

"Taylor handled it. He went down there this morning and fought for his man" Dave said with a proud smile. 
"He told Lucy the truth and | left it up to her whether to fire him or not! 

"She should" Nate said. 

"Why? If he admitted his mistake, shouldn't he get another chance?" Chris countered 


"No, not with something like this. If he continued with the lie, Dave's life could have been ruined. And Taylor's 
and everybody else associated, Lucy and Al." 


"But he admitted it and apologized before it got to that point." 

"Doesn't matter. 

"You're being stubborn" Chris told him. 

"You're being difficult." 

Tay and Dave exchanged glances. 

"You two are bickering like an old married couple. What's up with you guys?" 
"Nothing! I'm gonna check on the boys." Chris jumped out of his seat. 

Dave slid a hand between Tay's knees and Tay turned to kiss him. 

Nate stood up and said, "I'm gonna get another beer." 

Taylor's phone rang and he wiggled in Dave's lap, trying to fish it from his pocket: 
"Babe, fuck You're right on top of my dick. Keep going," 

Taylor grinned and winked as he answered. "Hey, Luce. What's up?" 

"I let him go, after all. Just wanted to tell you." 

"Oh, okay. Can | ask why?" 


"It boiled down to us, Tay. You, me, Dave, Al and Shane. You're my family and | have to protect you. This kid, 


however misguided, threatened to hurt my family. | had to let him go. Nobody hurts my family.” 


"That's valid. | can appreciate that. Thanks for the call." He hung up and put the phone on the table. "She fired 
Ben. Said she did it to protect us all." 


"| probably would have done the same." Dave said. 


Chapter Forty-nine 


Nate had his head in the fridge, looking for another bottle of beer, when he felt a hand on his ass. He jumped 
and hit his head on the shelf on the refrigerator door. 


"Ow, fuck!" 

"Sorry" Chris giggled 

"Dick What are you doing?" 

"Get me a beer, please?" 

"None left." 

"Shit. Why do we come here, again?" 

"Because you enjoy sharing a pull out couch with me." 

"You know it, baby." Chris grinned and smacked Nate's ass again 


Nate turned and met Chris's eyes. Something in the redhead's expression caused Chris to scowl and tilt his 
head. Nate felt himself slowly leaning toward the blue eyed guitarist. Just one quick kiss, just to see. 


"What the hell's going on in here?" Tay cockblocked as he walked into the kitchen 


Nate snapped his head back, making some weird coughing noise and looking for something to pretend to be 
interested in. 


Chris cleared his throat and said, "Outta beer, dude." 


Taylor and Dave climbed the steps to their bedroom. Tay glanced over his shoulder and caught Chris throwing 
a pillow at Nate. He smiled to himself and pulled Dave tighter against his side. 


Dave was the first one up in the morning. He took a head count of boys. Shane and Noah were missing. His 
heart beat a bit quicker as he ran upstairs to check Shane's bedroom and exhaled when he found the boys 
curled up in Shane's bed. Dave made his way down to the kitchen again and only noticed this time that his 
guitarist and his bassist were snuggled up against each other on the sofa bed. He found his phone and snapped 


a picture. 


"Shane, you know Uncle D and me are going on the road again soon, right?" 


The little boy nodded and lowered his little face, focusing on Dave the monkey's ears. 
"Its just for a little while. And maybe, | was thirking, Mommy will let you come with us" 
At that, Shane looked up. "Really?" 

"Really, babe?" Dave echoed the boy. 

"Yeah. | would love that. Wouldn't you?" 

"Yes!" Dave grinned 


The third Coattail Riders record dropped at the end of June. They played a couple local shows before 


embarking on a six show, ten day long tour of Australia. 


Taylor sat next to Shane, who insisted on the window seat, and clicked the boy's seat belt and set his monkey 
back in his lap. Dave took the seat across the aisle. He leaned forward to talk to Shane. 


"You ready, buddy?" 

Shane nodded but didn't look at Dave. The two men exchanged looks. 
"Scared, bud?" Tay asked gently. 

Again, a nod. 


"Is okay to be scared. | still get scared when we fly but remember how many times l've gone away and | 


always came back, right?" 
"Yeah." 


"So, its not as scary as you think. It's safe. | wouldn't go if it wasn't. And | definitely wouldn't bring you with 


me. As soon as it's okay to leave your seat, you can sit in my lap or Uncle D's lap, okay?" 
"Okay, Daddy." 


Tay kissed the boy's head and held his hand as the plane took off. Once in the air, Shane climbed into Dave's lap 
and the two of them watched movies until Shane let his head fall back against Dave's shoulder and fell asleep. 
Dave closed his eyes and drifted off himself. 

Thirteen hours later, they landed in Brisbane. 


A van took them all to the Hilton. It was seven in the morning, local time, in Brisbane. Dave and Shane were 


wide awake from napping on the plane. Taylor was beat. 


Dave agreed to take Shane exploring so Tay could nap. 


"Daddy, Dave is tired too. He didn't sleep on the plane cause he was worried. Can he sleep with you?" Shane 


pushed Dave the monkey into his father's hands. 
"| don't know, buddy. He better not monkey around and go right to sleep. I'll be mad if he goes bananas." 
"Daddy." Shane smacked a little hand to his forehead. 


"Babe, that was awful." Dave laughed. He slid a hand around the back of his boyfriend's head and pulled him into 


a kiss. "Get some rest. See you in a few hours.” 


Dave lifted the boy onto his shoulders and stopped at the front desk to ask what kind of things there were 
for a kid to do. He playfully leaned over the counter and Shane extended his hand to the pretty blonde girl 
behind the desk. 

‘Oh, my goodness, look at you! You must be Shane!" 


"How did you know my name? What's yours?" 


"I's James. | know your name cause l'm a big fan of your Daddy and Dave here. It's a pleasure to meet you 


both, Shane. What do you like to do?" 
"Tell her you like to rock out, bud” 
"| like to rock out!" 


James said, "Me too!" And gave them devil horns. "Shane, you like animals? We have a lovely zoo here in 


Brisbane." 

"Uncle D, can we go to the zoo? Please?" 

"Sure, bud. Lets go to the zoo. Thanks, James. Are you gonna go to the show tomorrow?" 
"I'll be there. Have fun at the zoo, Shane." 

"Thanks." 

They stopped first, at the hotel restaurant, for breakfast. And then took a taxi to the zoo. 


It was after one in the afternoon when they returned to the hotel and found Tay still sound asleep. 


"Daddy's still asleep, bud" 

"So's Dave. Shh." Shane whispered. And he climbed up on the bed and snuggled against Taylor's side. 
Dave snapped a picture with his phone before Tay stirred. 
"What time is it?" 

"After one. You hungry?" 

"Yeah. Where'd you guys go?" 

"We went to the zoo, Daddy. And you know what they had?" 
"Bears." 

"Nope." Shane picked up the stuffed monkey and shook his head. 
"A zoo without any bears? Ridiculous! Um, sharks." 

"Sharks! No!" Shane giggled. 

"Spiders?" 

"No, you're not thinking, Daddy!" 

‘Oh, sorry. | did just wake up, you know." 

"Look!" And the little boy shoved the monkey in Tay's face. 

"Oh! Orangutans?" 

"Yes!" 


That night, Dave and Tay tucked Shane into the king sized bed in the second bedroom of the suite. The boy 


was apprehensive about sleeping in there by himself. 
"Tell you what. I'll stay in here with you until you fall asleep, okay?" Tay told him. 
"Okay." 


"Good night, brat. Sleep well" Dave kissed his cheek. 


“Thanks for taking me to the zoo, Uncle D." 

"You're welcome, pal." 

The Brisbane Powerhouse was small and intimate. It was like playing a show for seven hundred of their closest 
friends. Dave held Shane for most of the show, making sure he kept the ear protectors on. Taylor called Dave 
to the stage toward the end of the show. 

"This is Dave, everyone! His role this tour is Shane's babysitter.” 

Dave waved and then got Shane to wave. 

"If you put the kid down for a sec, you could play a song for our Aussie friends." 


"Where should | put him?" 


"Back here. Shane, come here, bud." Taylor waved Shane back to him when Dave set him down and pointed him 


back toward his father. 


Taylor gave Shane a stick and showed him how to hit one of his cymbals while Dave got a guitar. And they 
played James Gang. 


Taylor held the sleeping boy in his lap in the van on the way back to the hotel. After he put the boy to bed, 
he took a shower. He found Dave stretched out on the bed, clicking through the TV channels. 


"That was a lot of fun. A milestone, first show playing with my son" Taylor smiled as he crawled onto the bed. 
Dave opened his arm and Taylor snuggled into him. 


Dave kissed the man's damp, blonde hair. "It was pretty fucking sweet" 
"Thank you for taking care of him while we're out here." 

"Its not taking care of him. It's fun for me." 

Taylor's heart swelled. "You're perfect, you know." 

"Yes, | know." Dave grinned. 


"And oh, so modest" Taylor rose to his knees and slid one over Dave's hips so that he was straddling his lover. 
He leaned down and kissed the man's mouth. 


"Mmm, getting lucky down under takes on new meaning." 


Chapter Fifty 


The next stop was Newcastle. Tay and Dave got Shane up and ready to go and they were driven to the airport 
at 4:00 AM. The flight was just under an hour long. Seemed almost ridiculous but they would have been 
couped up in a van for nine hours so it made more sense to fly. 

Touching down in Newcastle, they were taken to the hotel first. When Tay opened the door and Shane saw the 


big window overlooking the wharf, a big, whispered "Wow!" escaped him and he pushed past Taylor and ran 


across the room to look out. 
"Daddy, look!" 
Tay and Dave dropped their bags just inside the door before they joined the boy at the windows. 


"There's a balcony." Dave unlocked the door and they stepped out. "Shit, it's cold" He picked Shane up and held 


him against his chest. "Keep me warm, bud." 


And they stood for several minutes, watching the passing boats, until finally Taylor shivered. "It's too cold. 


Come on" 

At lunchtime, Taylor had agreed to sit down and have a chat with a writer for one of the local magazines. 
With Shane and Dave with him, he decided it was easier to invite the reporter up to the room and have lunch 
there. 


She arrived promptly at 12:30 and could hardly contain a squeal when Dave opened the door. 


"| promised myself | wasn't going to make a total ass of myself but you have no idea what this means to me." 


She gushed. 
Dave smiled. "So not a total ass, maybe just a partial one?" 


"Looks like I'm headed that way, already. I'm Kirri. Really, this is a dream come true. OH" And that's when she 
noticed Shane sitting next to his father. "Look at the little cub! Hi, I'm Kirri. You must be Shane." 


"Daddy." Shane stood up on the sofa and leaned against Taylor's shoulder. 
"What, bud?" 
"Everybody knows who | am." 


Taylor laughed. He wrapped an arm around Shane's legs and stood up, picking the boy up with him. He extended 
his free hand to Kirri. "Nice to meet, you. I'm Taylor and yes, this little monkey is Shane." 


Kirri beamed at the boy and held her hand out. "Nice to meet you, Shane. I'm a bigger fan of yours than | am 
of your father." 


"Hey!" 
"Just teasing. Now, where shall | set up?" 
"Anywhere you like. There's also lunch here, if you're hungry." 


"Thank you. | won't eat, you're likely to find it back on the floor. Speaking of which, | heard a rumor that you 
both got ill in Brazil last year." 


"You heard correctly." Taylor said with a laugh. "It was insane. It was hot as fu- heck, first of all. And there 
were ninety thousand people there. | just lost it. | found the nearest trash can and heaved. And this one is 


right next to me, throwing up too." 


"What a special bond." Kirri grinned sarcastically. "How has it been since that night on the red carpet when you 
made that big announcement?" 


"Um, it hasn't been bad. There have been a couple isolated incidents which were less than ideal. But all in all, I'm 


glad things went the way they did." 

"And Dave, you feel the same way?" 

"Of course." 

"And Shane?" 

"Yeah!" The boy yelled and slid off the sofa and grabbed Kirri's microphone. 
"Oh. Okay, then. Junior reporter in the making." 

“Shane, give it back to the pretty girl” 


"No, it's okay. | could use the help. Did you just call me pretty? No, never mind. Shane, can you sit between 
your Daddy and Dave and hold onto that for me?" 


She veered off from the personal questions and launched directly into questions about the new record and 
what inspired it and how did it differ from the previous two. 


"Oh dear, this question isn't exactly appropriate for all ages." Kirri muttered. "But | really want to ask it” 


Taylor's mouth curled in a small smile. He waved his hand in a ‘come hither’ motion. "Fire away.” 


Kirri took a deep breath. "You said that making the second record was like you having sex with your record 


collection. If that's so, then what were you having sex with in making this one?" 


Dave gave a slight laugh. Taylor glanced at him for a moment before he replied, "Something tells me you 


already know the answer to that." 

"For the people, Taylor. The people need to know!" She smiled. 
"Uh, my piano." He smiled, shaking his head. 

"Liar" Dave chimed in. 


"Liar!" Shane echoed. 


And the adults in the room laughed in surprise. Taylor wrapped an arm around Shane's head and put his hand 
over the boy's mouth. 


"You know the venue holds over six thousand people. Did it surprise you to learn it sold out?" 
"It sold out?!" Taylor exclaimed in surprise. "I didn't know that:" 

‘Of course it did. They heard | was coming along." Dave said with a grin. 

"You see what | have to deal with?" Tay said, hitching a thumb in Dave's direction. 

"You had no idea it sold out?" 


"No, in fact | was dreading this show because the place is kind of large for us and | was imagining like ten 
people there." 


"We love you here in Newcastle. So now that you know that, you better do something big!" Kirri said with wide 
eyes. 


"Great. Pressure. Thanks." 
"Are you going to vomit?" 
"| may. Are you coming?" 


‘OF course | am. Wouldn't miss it. Shane, are you going to be there?" 


"Yeah!" 


"Perfect. | expect you to save me a dance. And Dave, are you playing much at the shows or delegated to 


babysitting? | heard he was kind enough to let you play one song up in Brisbane." 

| don't want to play much. This is his gig. l'm happy to tag along and hang out with the kid." 
"He's lying. It's KILLING him not to be out there, running around and shredding," 

"It is not, shut up." 

Taylor turned back to Kirri and nodded. "Killing him." 


Kirri wrapped everything up and rose to her feet. "It was truly an honor for me. Thank you so much for 


welcoming me and chatting." 

"Any time. Are you sure you don't want to stay and eat lunch? There's a ton of food here." 
"Stay and eat lunch with you?" 

"Yes. Why not?" 

"Yes, stay. | want to ask you about this god-awful weather you have down here. Its July!" Dave said. 
‘Its July on the other side of the world, dumbass." Taylor said to him. "It's winter here." 
"Why did you agree to come here in their winter?" 

"Because | wanted to make you complain" 

"Wow, get married already. Then you'll have a reason to fight" Kirri commented with a giggle. 
"Yeah, get married!" Shane piped up. 

"Hush, you. Why don't you go get Dave and show Kirri." 

Shane hopped off the sofa and ran into the bedroom. 

"Dave?" 

"Yeah, Dave the monkey!" Shane screeched as he plopped the stuffed animal in Kirri's lap. 


"Oh. Dave the monkey. Well, he's a fine looking fellow. Mind if | take him home with me?" 


"You better not. He's mine!" Shane said with his little paws on his hips. 

"Wow, sassmaster." Kirri laughed and handed Dave the monkey back to him. 

Shane disappeared into the bedroom again. 

"He's adorable." 

"He's something.” 

Before she left, she asked for hugs and pictures. She even got a hug from Shane. 

Ill see you guys tonight. | really can't wait, its going to be awesome! And Shane, see you later too?" 
"Okay." 


"Oh, and if | don't get a chance to talk to you again, for what it's worth, there's a huge population of your fans 
who think it's about time you stopped being jackasses and finally got together. So, yeah. Congrats on that" 


Dave was carrying Shane out toward the stage right after Tay kissed them both and took his seat behind the 
kit. 


"Hello, again" He heard to his left. 

"Oh hey, come on. It's just starting.” 

Dave put Shane's ear protectors on and then lifted him to his shoulders. 
"Good interview earlier?" He asked her. 


"Yeah, it was great. To be honest, you could have sat there in complete silence and it would have been good 


for me. Not so good for the rag | work for, but good for me." 


And Dave smiled before he turned and watched his boyfriend. Kirri couldn't help but glance at him occasionally 
and watch his hips rocking back and forth and the grin on his face. Shane had two handfuls of his hair and he 
held both of the kid's ankles in his hands. She pulled her camera out and quickly snapped a photo. Dave turned 


and smiled at her. 


After Taylor took a break to introduce the band, he moved from the drum kit to a piano. Drew took his place 
at the drums. 


"You wanted something special tonight, right?" Dave said to Kirri. 


"Absolutely!" 
"Well, here you go." 


| was told today that Newcastle loves us and that we better do something special for you guys. | hope this 
will do it" Tay said. 


And they played Queen's Don't Stop Me Now. 


Dave put down Shane down on the floor and turned him toward Kirri, who took his hand and danced with him, 


twirling him around. 

"Thank you, sir, for the dance." She bent and told him after the song had ended. 
He simply reached for Dave to pick him up again. 

"That was amazing. Definitely qualifies as something special." 


"He certainly does." Dave replied, the love and admiration written all over his face. 


Chapter Fifty-one 


It was a two hour drive to Sydney. One van held all the members of the band and another contained all their 
equipment. The band was dropped at the hotel around noon. Once checked in, everybody met in the restaurant 


downstairs for lunch. 


With about three hours to kill after lunch, Tay, Dave and Shane went for a walk around the neighborhood to 


explore. 


"Hey look" Dave pointed at the round facade of a building to their left. He had Shane on his shoulders and 
Taylor's hand in his right hand. 


The building was grey in color and in big yellow letters across the top, it said, "Taylor Square." Of course Tay 
stood in front of it while Dave snapped his picture. A young girl passing by asked if Dave and Shane wanted to 
be in the picture also and took one for them. 


"Thank youl" 


"No problem. If you continue down this way, there's lots of interesting shops and such. | wouldn't go the other 


way with the boy. Clubs and bars." 
"Thanks!" 


And they took up walking again, hands settling into each other as if drawn together by magnets. Dave's free 
hand held onto Shane's ankle. When they happened upon a coffee shop, it was like a homing beacon for Dave. 
They ducked in, got a couple large cups and a hot chocolate for the kid. 


"I know youl" Said the blonde haired boy behind the counter. "Oh, my God! What are you doing here?" The boy's 


half-closed, dark brown eyes grew wide. 
"Playing tonight over in Enmore. Just out for a walk right now.’ 


"This is too much! " The boy turned and called to someone in the back of the shop. "Dylan, get out here, you're 


not gonna believe this!" 


"What, Austin? Calm down, for fu- oh" A brunette, freckled boy with eyes darker that the first came through 
the doorway. 


"Hi. Can | just pay you?" Taylor asked with a smile. 


"No! No way! It's on us. It's just so great to meet you! And Dave and the little one. You guys are so perfect 
together!" 


"Thank you." And Taylor stuffed the bills in his hand into the tip jar on the counter. 

They sat at a table on the sidewalk outside and watched the people walking by. Dave let out a laugh when he 
noticed the boys' faces watching them through the window. He grinned and waved at them and they scampered 
away. 

They continued down the street, Shane walking himself this time, holding Tay's hand, 

stopping in a store occasionally. When they finally reached the end of the block, Shane was dragging ass. 

"You tired, bud?" 

"Yeah, carry me Daddy." He reached his arms up, waiting for Taylor to pick him up. 

The boy was asleep against his father's shoulder when they returned to the hotel. Tay put Shane to bed for a 
nap and slipped out of the bedroom, closing the door behind him. The drummer plopped onto the sofa next to 
his boyfriend and sighed. 

"Still out?" Dave asked. 

"Yep. You don't think this is all too much for the kid, do you? | mean, the shows and the traveling and shit?" 


"| don't know. | wouldn't think so. | can stay here with him tonight if you want me to." 


"We'll see how long he sleeps now. Thanks, though. You're a good uncle." Taylor said as he raised up on his 


knees and put his hands on Dave's cheeks. 

He tilted his face up as he lowered his own to meet Dave's mouth in a kiss. It was a slow, innocuous kiss at 
first. It grew and deepened, Dave wrapped an arm around Taylor's waist and used it to pull himself up so that 
he was level with the blonde. And then he pushed Tay onto his back. Dave threw one of his only's legs up onto 
the back of the sofa and pushed the other thigh wide so that he could settle in on top of Taylor. 

Tay pried his mouth away from Dave's and groaned. "What do you think you're doing?" 


"Kissing my beautiful," Another kiss. "wonderful," Another kiss. "amazing," Another kiss. "talented," Another kiss, 
subtly placed along his jaw this time. "sexy," A bit lower now, Tay's collarbone. "boyfriend." 


"Fuck, you have to stop. | can't 
"Can't what, baby? I'm only kissing you." Dave teased, 
‘Only? You're never only kissing me." 


"It's not my fault you can't control yourself." He murmured in the drummer's ear as his hands slid down 


Taylor's ribs, rendering him a squirming, whimpering mess. 
"Shit, D. Stop. Not now!" 


"Oh, fine!" And he stretched his legs out on the sofa, using Tay's chest as a pillow. 
Taylor picked up the TV remote in one hand and rested the other on Dave's head. 


Shane was still asleep when Gannin knocked on the door. 

"D and Shane not coming?" 

"Shane's worn out. D is gonna stay behind with him." 

"Ah, that's too bad. See ya later, Dave." 

"Later. Have a great show." He turned to Tay. "Sorry l'm gonna miss it. Love you!" 

"Love you too. See you in a few." 

It was a little after midnight when Taylor quietly let himself back into room. He laughed at what he found. A 
sheet and blanket fort in the middle of the room. Dave's long legs were sticking out from underneath it. Taylor 


crouched down and peeked under the sheet. Dave was sound asleep with Shane snuggled against his side. 


After he took a shower, he gently shook Dave. 
"Come to bed, babe. Let him stay there." 


After the second show in Sydney, they flew to Melbourne for the final two shows. 

Taylor sat at a piano again and called Dave out. "Hey, Dave? Come on out here?" 

The crowd of 2500 went crazy when Dave emerged from the wings with Shane on his shoulders. 
"Say hello to these lovely people, bud” 


Shane waved and again, the crowd went nuts. Taylor lifted the boy and set him down on top of the piano. They 
played Don't Stop Me Now again to close out the show and their tour of Australia 


Shane was passed out in Tay's lap on the plane. Dave reached for his boyfriend's hand and brought his 
fingertips to his lips. 


"This was one of my favorite trips but | can't wait to get home." 


"Indeed. I'm so glad you and the kid were with me." 


"Just so you know," Dave said as he sucked Taylor's index finger into his mouth. "when we get home, you won't 
be able walk straight for a week." 


"Funny, | was thinking the same about you." 


Chapter Fifty-two 


Alison was waiting at the airport to pick up her boys. She dropped Tay and Dave at home and took Shane home 
with her. It wasn't that Tay and Dave wanted to get rid of the kid, but well, some time to themselves was 


very much needed. 


Suitcases were left by the door. Phones were turned off. Shoes left one by one on the floor, T-shirts in 
wrinkled heaps on the stairs, shorts discarded carelessly at the landing. The lovers were a messy, awkward 
tangle of limbs and rushed, breathless kisses when the blonde turned toward the bedroom. 

"Oh no, you don't." The brunette grabbed his lover and pulled him down to the floor. He climbed on top of Tay 


and continued kissing him. 
Taylor let himself be kissed but held his body up with his feet planted against the floor and his arms straight 
underneath him. He inched his way backwards, into the bedroom with Dave crawling along with hin, still 


covering him, still kissing him. 


"Where do you think you're going?" Dave teased as he wrapped an arm around his lover's lower back and pulled 


him up, against his pelvis. 

"You can't even wait until we get to the bed?" 

"Nope." was the reply just before his teeth sank into Taylor's neck. 

"Fuck! Easy!" 

"No way. There'll be nothing easy about this. Except maybe you." And he thrust himself against Taylor. 
"Goddamn it, D." 

Dave abruptly removed his arm from holding Taylor up and the blonde fell with a thud to the floor. Dave 
worked his mouth down Taylor's chest and stomach, biting and sucking every inch of flesh. He stopped briefly 
at each nipple, biting them hard, making Taylor yelp and writhe underneath him. Dave's hand roughly rubbed 
against Taylor's balls. 


"Fuck! You're killing me!" 


"Don't be such a fucking pussy.’ Dave told him with a naughty smirk. He slid down a bit more and took Taylor 
in his mouth, squeezing his lips tightly and sliding up and down very quickly. 


Taylor thrust his hips upward and grabbed two handfuls of Dave's hair and pulled hard as a long, low grunt 
passed from his lips. "Two can play at this fucking game." 


"Well, it's about goddamn time, Hawkins." 


Taylor locked his knees around Dave's ribs and rolled so that he was now straddling the singer who reached up 
and wound his arms around Tay's waist and pulled him down. Taylor leaned forward, placing his hands flat on 
the floor above Dave's head and began thrusting himself into the brunette lover's mouth. He felt Dave's hands 
on his ass, pushing him down, deeper. The knot in the pit of Tay's stomach tightened, threatening to snap. 


Needing to feel that exquisite release, he drove harder into Dave's deliciously wet mouth until, with one final 


push, the knot burst. 


"Jesus fucking Christ!" He groaned as his head fell. He shuddered, pushing his chin to his chest so that he could 


watch himself release into his lover's greedy mouth. 


Dave grinned as he pushed Taylor up and forward slightly so that he could crawl out from underneath him. He 
turned and pushed his mouth against the blonde's entrance, licking and sucking at it. Taylor squirmed and 
protested but Dave gripped his hips tightly and held him in place. 


"Dave, holy fuck!" 


He reached down and pushed Tay's shoulders to the floor as he firmly guided himself inside. A loud, intense 
groan spilled from the brunette's open mouth as his hips worked back and forth, pumping in and out of Taylor. 


After a shower and something to eat, Taylor sprawled out on a lounge chair out back and promptly fell asleep. 
Dave was inside, unpacking, cleaning up, doing domestic type shit. He was passing by a window when he happened 
to catch a glimpse of his boyfriend As his eyes raked down Tay's shiny golden locks, his smooth, tan back, his 
narrow waist and bony hips, the perfect little rise of his ass, those lean, long, powerful legs, Dave was turned 


on once again. He felt his lips curl into a smile as wicked images appeared in his mind's eye. 

Dave carefully began kissing the sole of Taylor's foot, mindful not to wake the man just yet. When he moved 
his lips to the ankle, he softly rubbed his thumb against the drummer's arch. Slowly and tenderly, he made his 
way up Taylor's leg, kissing and massaging. When the blonde began to stir, he looked over his shoulder, at Dave. 
"What are you doing?" he asked with a voice thick with sleep. 


"Before, we fucked. Now | want to make love." 


"Mmm, sure. It'll start out like that but it won't end like that." Taylor smirked as he rolled over onto his back 


He grasped Dave's arm and pulled him up, on top of him. 
Another shower and another meal. Dave and Taylor sat on the patio, eating and having a beer. 


"Babe," Dave started and laid a hand on Taylor's forearm. "I don't know if I've mentioned this but I'm so proud 


of you." 


"Aw," Tay grinned. "That's very sweet of you. Thank you. But we're not fucking again’ 
‘Im being serious for a second. You're just the greatest thing in my life and | love you." 


He put his other hand on Taylor's head and drew him into a sweet, innocent kiss. "And yes, we are fucking 
again" 


In the morning, Taylor stirred and tried to stretch his sore body. "Fuck me." He groaned as he stood. Every 
inch of his body ached. But it was gloriously delicious! He shuffled around the side of the bed and swept his 
hand over his boyfriend's hair before he took a shower. While coffee was brewing, Taylor found his phone and 
turned it back on. 

"Hey, hon?" He shook Dave's shoulder and kissed his cheek to wake him. 

"Ugghhh!" Dave moaned as he stretched. "Fuck me, this body is old and busted." 

"Sore?" Taylor chuckled 

"A little." 

"Here's coffee. And you're gonna freak out over the message | found on my phone this morning.” 


"What?" 


Taylor handed him the phone and said, "Just listen" 


Chapter Fifty-three 


It was poker night at Scott's and Chris lost all his money to his brother fairly early in the evening and decided 
to occupy his time by getting shitfaced and handsy with almost everybody there, especially Nate. He stood 
behind Nate, watching his cards, his pelvis against the redhead's back He ran his hands through his hair, 
squeezed his shoulders. And Nate was in fucking torment. 

He had his hands full, trying to get the drunken guitarist into the car. 


"You can leave him here, Nate, if you want." Scott Told him. 


"Nah, | want to take him home so Cara yells at him. Maybe the kids will wake him up nice and early in the 


morning.” 

"| like the way you think’ 

"Besides, it's his car, what the fuck do | care if he gets sick?" 

"A man after my own heart" Scott said and clapped him on the back 
"Come on, Shiflett, get in the fucking car" 

"Nate, | love you, man" 

"Uh huh. Just get in the goddamn car.” 


Surprisingly, Chris sat in the passenger seat quietly. Nate kept his mouth shut too, but every now and then he 
could feel Chris's eyes on him, half-closed though they were. 


At a red light, Chris laid his hand on Nate's forearm. "I'm not really that drunk." 
"Yes, you are." 


And suddenly Chris lunged at him, pulling Nate's face toward his. His kiss was messy, his mouth too wet and 
frantic. Nate pushed him away. 


"What are you doing? Knock it off!" 
"But you..don't you..! thought you wanted..Come on," Chris gave him a cheeky grin "you want me." 


"No! No way. Well, | mean. thought about it" 


"I knew it! | want you, too!" And Chris leaned toward him again. 


"No! Come on, you're fucking drunk. Get back over there. We're not doing this." And Nate physically pushed 
Chris to the other side of the car. 


"Fucking prick tease." Chris mumbled. 


"Oh, right. I'm the fucking tease. You're fucking wasted, man. You're only doing it cause you're drunk and you 


won't even remember this shit tomorrow so just sit over there and shut the fuck up about it, okay?" 


Nate was stuck. Noah was having a camp out with the boys in the Shiflett back yard but after what happened 
in the car, all he wanted to do was go home. And he couldn't. He sat on Chris's couch and watched the man 
wobble his way up the steps to his bedroom. And worse, moments later, he heard the unmistakable sounds of 
a husband and his wife. Nate laid back on the couch and pulled a pillow over his head and screamed against it. 


In the morning, Chris staggered down the stairs in a pair of shorts, his eyes red and puffy, his hair standing 
up in every direction His entire body was stiff. The kids were already sitting at the table, eating. Cara's smile 
was sympathetic. 

"You look like crap." 

"| feel like crap. Where are Nate and Noah?" 


"They left bright and early. Made some excuse about having a lot to do today." 


Chris lowered his eyes and gave a slight nod. Nate was wrong. He did remember what he'd done last night and 


felt infinitely ashamed of himself. 


Noah was chattering away about something but Nate was a million miles away. Correction, Nate was about I5 
miles away, at Scotts house and then in Chris's car. He felt the way Chris stood behind him, swaying back and 
forth, pushing himself against Nate. He felt the fingers in his hair. And the kiss. Sloppy as it was, it was stil 
Chris's mouth against his. 


"Dad, you're not even listening!” 
Nate was snapped back to the present. He groaned inwardly. "You're right, kid. Sorry, what did you say?" 


| said Liam told us that kids at his school said Taylor and Dave are gay cause they spent too much time 


together and Liam says | can't come over no more cause he doesn't want to spend no more time with me." 


Nate almost choked on his coffee. "What? Noah, that's silly. That's not why Taylor and Dave are together. 
They're together because they love each other. That's all you need to know. Its not because they just spent 
too much time together and that's not going to happen to Liam just because you go over to their house. Don't 


pay attention to him. If you like playing with Dash and Riley, then ignore Li." 

"But they believed him" And the little boy's lip began to quiver. 

"Oh, for God's sake." Nate sighed. "Come here. I'll talk to their father." He said as he pulled the boy into his lap. 
That evening, after Noah went to bed, Nate stared down at his phone in his hand. He was afraid to call Chris. 
Taylor. Yeah, he'd call Taylor. It amused Nate to think that the crazy blonde would be the one from whom he'd 
seek advise. He smiled and huffed as he dialed Tay. And then he remembered he and Dave were in Australia 
"Shit." 

The redhead took a deep breath and called Chris. 

"Hey, | was gonna call you. How are you?" 

"l'm okay. How are you? Headache?" 


"Kind of. Mostly gone by now. Thanks for putting up with me and -" 


"Yeah, no problem. Listen..um, this is weird but -" Nate cringed as he heard the discomfort in Chris's voice and 


that they were both rushing the conversation 

"Yeah, I'm really sorry about what | did to you. You were wrong, | do remember and Nate, | really didnt -" 
"No, no. Don't worry about it. It didnt mean anything." 

There was a pause. 

"Chris. It didn't mean anything, right?" 

"Sure. Didn't mean anything.’ 


"You know, Noah was telling me that Li told him not to come over anymore because spending too much time 


around each other will make them gay. Dash and Riley believed him, too. ' 
"WHAT?! Oh, for fuck's sake. What would make him say that?" 
"Noah said kids at his school said that about Tay and D" 


"Ah. Okay, I'll have a talk with him. l'm sorry, Ned” 


‘Its okay. They're kids. They don't understand unless we explain it to them." 


"No, | mean I'm sorry about getting drunk last night. | should have been sober for my first kiss with you." 
Nate choked, the sound very audible on the other end of the phone. 
"Are you okay?" 


"Yeah, fine. | have to go." 


Chapter Fifty-four 


"| can't fucking believe they're really doing this." Nate said to himself. He stood in front of his mirror, tying his 
tie. If he'd been asked a year ago, he would have laughed but here he was, about to go witness it himself. 


He also had another thought. It had been four weeks since the night Chris kissed him. They hadn't seen each 
other since. Each one making their own excuses to avoid the other. But he knew he'd see him today. Nate 
wasn't able to ignore the knot in his stomach. 

The redhead parked his car in the driveway and wandered around back. The Shifletts were already there, 
chatting with Pat and his wife, drinks in hand, smiles on their faces. Chris's smile faltered when he spotted 
Nate crossing the yard to meet them under the tent. 

"Hey Nate!" Pat greeted him with a warm, tight hug. 

"Hi Pat, hello Barb. Good to see you. Hey, Cara, Chris." 

"So this is quite a shock, huh?" 


"Yes and no." Nate tilted his head side to side. "I'm really happy for them." 


Virginia was walking around with Shane's hand in hers. The boy looked adorable in his tiny little tuxedo, complete 
with tails. She stopped at Pat's side. 


"Hello, boys! How are you?" 
"Good, Gin How are you? You look lovely. And Shane, my man. Rocking the tux!" Pat held his hand low, palm up. 


Shane slapped it with his tiny hand. "Uncle Pat, do you like my tails?" And the little boy turned around and 
wiggled his butt. 


Everybody laughed and Virginia took his hand again. "We'll see you later." 

Other people began pouring in, lots of friends and colleagues. Nate was surprised there were so many people 
here. The drinks were ever flowing, there was laughter and loud chatter. Nate glanced at Chris, who appeared 
to be watching him too. Nate flicked his chin toward the driveway and headed off in that direction. 

"Hey." Chris said from directly behind him. 

"Hey." 


‘lm sorry l've been avoiding you. | just don't know what to say." 


"| understand. I've been avoiding you, too." 

Chris smiled and reached out to finger Nate's tie. "You look great." 

"You shouldn't have cut your hair." 

"She made me." Chris said with a frown. 

"What are we doing here?" Nate asked quietly, looking down at his shoe. 

"What do you mean, we're about to watch -" 

Nate shook his head. "I know what we're doing here. | mean you and me. What are WE doing?" 
| have no idea | just..! feel good around you." 


"Me too. But wretched at the same time. That night, | heard you and Cara and | wanted to stomp up there and 
kick the door down" 


Nate lifted his eyes quickly to gauge Chris's response. He was smiling. He was actually fucking smiling! His 
beautiful blue eyes found Nate's and held them. 


"I'm sorry.” Chris finally said. 

"You're apologizing to me for sleeping with your wife?" 

"| would say | didn't mean for it to hurt you but that'd be a lie." 

Nate scrunched his face in confusion. "You meant to hurt me?" 

| was angry with you for pushing me away." 

Nate was still confused "Chris, what are you saying?" 

The brunette huffed in frustration. He looked around and spotted the door to the garage. He grabbed Nate's tie 
and pulled on it. Nate followed him into the garage. Chris pushed him inside and closed the door behind him. He 
turned to Nate. 

"| don't know what's going to happen here. | don't know what | want to happen, even | know that | need to find 
out. | think you need to find out too. | lay awake, thinking about you. | wonder if you're thinking about me. | sit 


there and think about all the stupid, silly things we've done, thinking ‘Oh, my God! He was flirting with me! and 


get angry with myself for never noticing it before." 


Nate stared at him, mouth open in surprise. Several moments passed in silence. He didn't know what to say or 


do. 


"Fuck, Ned" Chris raked his hand through his hair. "Say something! Don't leave me hanging out here on my 


own. 

Nate blinked and shook his head. He suddenly wrapped a hand around the back of Chris's neck and yanked him 
closer. He pressed his open lips to Chris's mouth. So many different thoughts ran through his head. Beginning 
with ripping that suit off his body and ending in a sweaty tangled mess in back of the SUV they were leaning 


against. 


Instead, he broke the kiss and backed away from Chris. "This is not right. | do want to find out if this is real 
but not today, Chris. Not here." 


"Yeah, he'd be pretty pissed if he came down here and found us like this, today of all days." 
"Yeah. So um, another day?" 

"Soon" 

Nate nodded, 

"| liked it" Chris said quietly. 

"Me too" Nate took his hand and squeezed it. "Another day, | promise." 


Taylor was standing in the window of their bedroom, looking down at the backyard and all the people milling 


around, laughing and drinking. Dave approached him and wrapped a tie around his neck. 
"Turn around, let me tie this." 

"tm gonna fucking throw up." The blonde mumbled. 

"Oh, stop it. You'll be fine. What are you nervous about?" 

"Everything! This is fucking huge, D." 

"Nah." Dave smiled. "No big deal. It's just a big party. Relax." 

"Easy for you to say, you just get to stand there looking pretty." 


Dave laughed and shook his hair around. "| am rather pretty, aren't |?" 


"Beautiful." 


"There. Your tie is perfect. You look amazing. I've never seen you in a full suit like this. | can't wait until its in 


a wadded up mess on the floor.” 

"Fuck it, then. Let's not go down there." Tay smiled and put his arms around his lover's neck. 

"Okay, a quickie. Come here." Dave pulled Taylor toward the bed as he unzipped his pants. 

"| was kidding!" Taylor exclaimed, laughing. 

The brunette laughed gently. "So was |. Just trying to get you to relax. It's going to be fine." 

There was a soft knock on the door. "Boys, it's time." Virginia called to them. 

Dave opened the door and found his mother with a smile on her face, as always. And a little paw in her hand. 


"You ready, bud?" Dave asked him as he picked him up. "You look really handsome. | like your tails, very 
sophisticated" 


"What do | have to do, again, Uncle D?" 
"You have the most important job! How could you forget?" Dave teased him as he tickled the boy's stomach. 
"| didn't forget. Just tell me!” He giggled 


"You have told these. Put them in your pocket and don't lose them, okay?" Dave stuffed a small jewelry box 
into the boy's pants pocket. "And when the man in the robe asks you for them, you just hand ‘em over, okay?" 


"Okay." 


Dave put the kid down again and turned to Taylor one last time. "See you down there, babe. You look great! 
Everything's gonna be great!" And he kissed his lips quickly. 


Dave escorted his mother to her seat and then stood up front, near the judge, with Shane at this side. 
"So it's not too late." Taylor whispered. 
"Okay, let's get the fuck outta here!" 


Tay glanced to his side. "Serious?" 


"No! Well, a smidge. Aw, fuck it. Come on" 

"Look. | think D's getting choked up." Taylor said with a grin 

"Choked up that this is taking so long and he can't get a beer." 

"Hey. Look at me." Taylor turned to face her. "You're the most wonderful woman I've ever met and | love you 
more than you'll ever know. Divorcing you was the most difficult thing I've ever done. But seeing you today 
makes me absolutely positive we did the right thing." 

She smiled at him. "You're right. |.." She swallowed, trying to hold back her tears. "I think you're amazing and | 
am so, so happy that we were once husband and wife and we'll always be parents together. That's why it was 


really important for you to be the first one | told. Thank you, Taylor.” 


He wiped one of his eyes and then laughed softly as he wiped her tears away with his thumbs. "I still get to 
be the one that comforts you." 


"Yeah, for the next thirty seconds or so. She's already staring you down" Alison laughed. 


"Let's get you to your bride, then, shall we? Before she kicks my ass." 


Part Il; Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
This is the first chapter of Part Il of Someone In Between The Right and Wrong. The focus shifts to a 


different pairing now. 


Chris sat between Cara and Nate. He tried hard to focus on the wedding, It really was beautiful, the blonde 
woman in her white sundress and tan skin, long blonde hair tumbling down her back. Her radiant smile and 
delicate hands intrigued Chris. The raven haired, Asian beauty in her black dress and long legs, only made 
longer by the impossibly sexy shoes on her feet, made Chris tingle in places he should not tingle. 


Speaking of tingling in places he shouldn't, he'd managed to push a knee against Nate's but he dared not raise 
his eyes to meet the redheads. 


Nate was standing with his back against the bar, talking to Dave, when Chris approached and stood next to 


Dave. 


"This is really nice, dude. It was a great ceremony, really sweet. And Taylor walking her down the aisle even 


choked me up." 


"Fuck, | didn't think itd get to me but | had to wipe my eyes when | saw the two of them. Somehow, they still 


fit, you know what | mean?" 
"Yeah. Like world's blondest couple.” Chris said with a laugh. 


"Excuse me? Excuse me" Alison said into the microphore. "Hi, everyone. First of all, thank you so much for 
coming to share this day with us. We really love and adore each and every one of you for playing a part in 
this madness. | just wanted to share this gift with my wife. Wow, that sounds crazy, doesn't it? | have a wife. 


Lucy, my savior, my soul. | love you." 


And Taylor sat down behind an electric keyboard. He pulled the mic toward him a bit. "When my ex-wife called 
me and told me she was getting remarried, | was in disbelief. Frankly, she was still my girl. Even though she 
was Lucy's girl, too. And |," Taylor laughed. "Well okay, l'm Dave's girl. Come on, you've seen the videos." 


Everybody laughed. 
"But when she asked me to do this, | cried like a little baby. Alison, this is my act of letting you go. And | 


couldn't be happier for you. | love you, girl. And Lucy, take care of her or, | don't care how much you scare 


the shit out of me, I'll find you. Ladies, this is your song.” 


Taylor gave Alison a look as if to say, ‘well, here goes nothing.." before he began to play the piano and sing 
“These Arms of Mine." He'd never attempted Otis Redding, for fuck's sake, but when Alison asked him, there 
was no way he was going to tell her he couldn't do it. 

Between his gentle piano and voice and watching Lucy and Alison dance, there wasn't a dry eye in the tent 
when the song was over. Dave had his mother in one arm and Shane in the other. Cara had dragged Chris onto 
the floor and when she rested her head on his shoulder, his eyes found Nate's and gave him a pleading look. 
Nate gave a slight shrug, put his glass down on the bar and left. 

He grumbled when he realized his car was boxed in by other vehicles in the driveway. But there was no 
fucking way he could stand there and watch the object of his affection sway his hips around the dance floor 
with his wife in his arms. 

Nate huffed. His wife in his arms. Jesus Christ, Nate, what the fuck are you doing? 

"| don't know!" He hissed at himself. 

"Natel Nate, where are you going?" He spun around to see Dave. 

‘Oh, hey Dave. Just getting a little air. What's up?" 

"I thought you were trying to leave. | didn't want you to go without saying later." 

| couldn't leave if | wanted to." Nate mumbled and pointed at his car. 

"You okay?" Dave eyed him suspiciously. 

"Yeah, fine. Just fine." 

"Well. come back to the party then. Let's get wasted and make fun of Shiflett” 


Nate smiled. "My favorite past time." 


"Atta boy!" Dave put an arm around Nate's neck and pulled him against his side. He ruffled the bassist's hair 
and kissed his temple. 


"| think maybe you have a head start on me." 
"Little bit" 


Back under the tent, Nate noted the look of relief on Chris's face to see Nate returning. The five band mates 
stood by the bar, all but Tay, throwing back shots of Crown. Taylor had pulled off his jacket and tie some time 


ago and unbuttoned the shirt sleeves, rolling them up. He also unbuttoned the collar down to the middle of his 
chest and replaced his shoes with flip flops. 


Dave swept his hand across his lover's ass before wrapping his arm around his waist and pulling him against 
his hip. He nuzzled his face into Tay's neck and kissed him beneath his ear. "You are so fucking hot" He 
whispered. Except he only thought he whispered. 

Nate and Chris both smiled and lowered their eyes. Chris shifted on his feet, purposely bumping his shoulder 
against Nate. It wasn't watching his band mates display their obvious affection toward each other that made 
Nate uncomfortable. It was the longing inside of him to do those things to the man standing beside him that 
made him uncomfortable. The redhead reached for the bottle and refilled everyone's glasses. 

The newlyweds left for their honeymoon in Thailand. Alison's mother took Shane home with her as little by 
little quests began to trickle out. Nate was staggering toward his car, fumbling with his keys when a hand 
grabbed his arm. 

"Nate, | can't get you drive home like that. You're wasted. Come on, we'll drop you off" 

Cara said. She had keys in her hand and Chris staggering behind her. 


"Yeah, come on, buddy. Cara's straight. She can get ya home." Chris slurred with a stupid grin on his face. 


He sighed. He knew she was right and as much as he didn't want to be stuck in their backseat, he had to 


relent. 


Once they arrived safely at his house, he leaned between the two front seats and kissed Cara's cheek. "Thanks, 


Cara. Get home safe." 


When he began to lean back, Chris turned and asked, "Where's my kiss good night, Mendel?" And made a 
showing of turning his cheek and pointing at it: 


Nate groaned. "Fine." He leaned into Chris and just before his lips landed on the guitarist's cheek, Chris turned 
and Nate's lips pressed against his. 


Nate gasped and leaned back. 
"Hal Got yal" 


Nate sighed and opened the door. "Good night!" 


Part Il: Chapter Two 


Nate was awakened the following morning by his phone, which was still nestled in the pocket of his pants. Pants 
which were carelessly discarded onto the bedroom floor when he staggered in. He was laying on top of the bed, 


sprawled out on his stomach. 


"Fuck!" He groaned. He opened one eye then the other. His contacts were making his eyes dry and scratchy, 


much like his throat. "Shut up!" He yelled at the phone. 
It did not obey but kept playing the same part of the chorus of a Misfits song. 


Nate groaned as he turned over and sat up. He bent down and pulled the pants into his lap, digging for the 
phone. He noted the time before he answered. It read 9:24. 


"What?" He grumbled. 

‘Its me. How do you feel?" 

"Like complete shit. Call me again in three days." 

"No. Come on, wake up. | can come and pick you up and go get your car. 
"Okay, call me again in two days." 

He laughed softly. "Come on, hon Get a shower and we'll get some coffee in you. You'll be fine." 
"Now I'm your hon? And how are you not hungover?" 

"I am. But I'm more excited about seeing you." 

"Jesus Christ. Don't say things like that” 

"What? But it's true." 

"Chris... 

"What?" Chris sounded crushed. 

Nate sighed and ran his hand over his face. "Come and get me in an hour." 


He could hear the smile in the other man's voice when Chris said, "Okay, good. Good! See you in an hour." 


The redhead stood in the shower, letting the cool water wake him up. As the water rained down on his face, he 


remembered the way Chris looked yesterday in his suit, the blue in his tie making his blue eyes seem electric. 
And then when he smiled shyly when he told Nate he looked great. And then the kiss. At the very memory of 
it, a shock ripped down his spine and settled in his abdomen, a little, churning ball of fire. 

Think about something else, Mendel. Anything else. The last time they had a sleep over at Dave's. He awoke in 
the middle of the night to find himself spooning Chris, an arm clutching him close, protecting him. Nate 
groaned. He kicked himself in the ass, he didn't mean THAT anything else. 

Nate took his contacts out and put his glasses on. He pulled on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt and waited for 
Chris. When he heard Chris's car pull into the drive, he met him at the door. Chris bounded up to him, looking 
fucking adorable in his shorts and flip flops. 

"Hey." He suddenly appeared bashful. 

"Hey." 

Chris raised his eyes to meet Nate's and they both smiled and laughed gently. 


"Come on" Nate said as he put his arm around Chris's shoulders. 


On the way over to Dave and Taylor's, they stopped for coffee at a drive thru Starbucks. And argued over 


who was going to buy the other man's coffee. 
"Shut the fuck up, Shiflett. Let me just buy your fucking coffee" Nate yelled at him as he leaned across Chris 
to give the girl his money. Chris stole a kiss on Nate's ear when the redhead began to lean back into the 


passenger seat. 


Instead of driving straight over to Dave and Tay's house, Chris parked the car in the coffee shop's parking lot 
and turned the engine off. Nate didn't say anything but gave his friend a questioning glance. 


"If | go straight over there, | don't get to spend any more time with you." was the guitarists explanation 
Nate looked down at his fingers fiddling with the lid to his coffee cup, a smile playing on his lips. 

After a few moments of comfortable quiet, Chris spoke up. 

"Hey Ned?" 

Nate turned to look at him. 


"What do you want to do?" 


"Now?" 

"No, | mean.. with me." 

"Oh! Um, well" And Nate glanced out his window and swallowed. 

“That's what | was thinking also." 

Nate snapped his head around to stare at his friend. "Seriously?" 

The corners of Chris's mouth turned up in a grin. "Yeah. With you, | know it would be nice." 


Nate's head was going to explode. He held his cup between his knees and raised his hands to his face. "This is 


too much. | can't. | cannot handle this right now." 
‘I'm sorry." Chris wrapped his hand around Nate's forearm and rubbed up and down. 


Never in his entire life had Nate done anything impulsive and irrational and irresponsible but the man sitting 
alongside of him made him want to do impulsive and irresponsible things. Could he? Could he throw caution to 
the wind and just pull Chris into his arms? He set his cup on the dash of Chris's car. He took the cup out of 
Chris's hands and did the same. Nate took one of the brunette's hands in his, intertwining their fingers, his 
thumb gently stroking over the back of Chris's hand. With his free hand, he drew Chris's face toward his, 
their eyes never wavering as they each watched the other. Their lips met in a gentle, innocent peck. Chris 


drew back slightly and gazed into the bassists eyes. 

"Okay?" Nate whispered. 

Chris's hand on the back of his neck, pulling him back into a kiss, was his answer. This time, Chris opened his 
mouth and pushed his tongue against Nate's bottom lip. Nate moaned softly as he granted Chris entry into his 
mouth. Their tongues flicked against each other, fighting for territory, tasting each other, lapping against the 
teeth and the sides and roofs of mouths. It seemed to last forever. Nate could feel fingers pressing into his 
scalp. The hands that were still intertwined both squeezed harder. He finally broke away, gasping for air. 
"Jesus." He sighed 


"Yeah." Chris agreed as he pulled his hand out of Nate's and sat back. He reached for his coffee and scowled as 
he drank 


"What? What is that all about?" Nate panicked 
"We're fucked" Chris replied without looking at him. "Because | want to do that with you all the time.” 


Just as Nate was leaning into him again, Chris's phone began to ring. He pulled it from his pocket and looked at 


"Cara" He groaned. "Hey." He answered. 

"Chris, where are you?" 

"Nate and | stopped off for coffee. We're on our way over to D's now." 

"Okay, good. Remember we have Li's soccer game." 

"Oh yeah. Okay. Be home in a bit" 

Kay, tell Nate | said hi. Scream it right into his ear, | bet he'll appreciate that." 
"Sure, I'll scream into his ear." Chris said with a cheeky grin. 

Nate gave him a horrified look 


After he ended he call, "She told me to scream in your ear. | guess | have to now" He gave Nate a devilish 
grin. 


"Guess so. l'm gonna call D and just make sure they're awake." 


When they arrived at Casa de Grohl-Hawkins, there was already a buzz of activity. The party rental company 


was there, cleaning up. Dave and Tay sat on the patio, eating and watching. 
"Hey guys. Really great party last night. We've got the hangovers to prove it" 
"You know it's a party when Mendel can't drive himself home." Taylor smiled. 
"You guys hungry? There's a bunch of food in there." Dave. 

"Nah, | can't stay anyway. I've got pee wee soccer games to attend." 

"Sounds dreadful." 


"IF is. Wait until it's your turn" Then Chris turned to Nate. "See you later?" The hopefulness in his voice was 
hard to ignore. 


"Yeah, give me a call. And thanks for the ride." 


"Sure." 


Taylor looked at Nate, studying his expression. Something was going on. 
"Okay, I'm going to take off also. Thanks, you guys. Talk to you soon 
After the two of them left, Tay turned to D. "They fucking." 

"What?! No way!" 


"Mark my words. There's something going on between them. Did you see the look that Chris gave him when he 
was like ‘See you later? And the way his voice went like eighteen octaves higher." 


"You're crazy." 
"Why? Dude, if we did it, why couldn't they?" 


Dave opened his mouth to say something and then closed it and thought for a moment. "I guess you could be 


right." 
"Damn fucking straight. | usually am." Taylor said with a smug grin 


‘Let's not get carried away." Dave said, rolling his eyes. 


Part Il: Chapter Three 


After three more crazy, fumbling, exciting make out sessions in Chris's car, Nate was making himself nuts. 
Every time he thought about Chris, two things happened. He felt that wonderful twitch in his groin and he 
thought about Cara. And it was both that finally made him pick the phone and dial Taylor. 

"Hey, buddy! What's up?" 

"T, can we get lunch or a beer sometime?" 

"Sure, what's up?" 

"Just need to talk to you about something." 

"Okay. Tomorrow?" 

"Good, yeah. Can you come here?" 

"Yeah, around one?" 

"Thanks, Tay" 

"You got it, buddy." 


Taylor hung up and settled back into Dave's chest. The brunette wrapped one arm around his stomach and 


with the other, swept the golden hair off Tay's neck before nuzzling his face into it. 


"Shoulda bet money -" Taylor began before Dave nibbled, prompting a groan from his boyfriend. "that Nate and 


Chris-" Another grunt when Dave moved his mouth to his ear. "are fucking.” 


"Is that what he just told you?" Dave whispered against Taylor's cheek 

"No, he wants to talk to me about something over lunch tomorrow-get this- at his house" 
"May he doesn't want to fuck Chris. Maybe he wants to fuck you." 

"Maybe | want to fuck youl" Taylor grinned as he turned around to face his lover 


Taylor knocked softly on the door. Knowing Nate the way he did, he knew his friend would already be aware 


Tay had arrived. Not even a second later, the door opened. 


"Hey, dude. How are you?" Tay asked as he passed through the door. 


"Fucking freaking out, to be honest. Thanks for coming over." 
"Freaking out, huh? Nate, just stop fighting it” 

"You know?" Nate asked, astonished. 

Taylor grinned and said, "Gaydar" 


"| don't know what the fuck to do!” Nate groaned as he walked into his kitchen. "Black bean burgers, hope you 
like them." 


“Sure. Sounds good." Tay slid his ass onto one of the stools at Nate's counter. "What's freaking you out the 


most?" 

"Where the fuck do | begin?" 

“Beginning helps." 

Nate turned and leaned against the counter, spatula in hand, hand against his hip. "I don't know. Just always had 
a weird crush on him, you know? | never felt like it was sexual, exactly. | just wanted to be around him all the 
time. | wanted to make him laugh and smile and feel his warmth. And then you guys happened and it fucking 
clicked. | want him. And the worst part is he wants me too. We sneak around, making out like teenagers, clumsy 
and giddy." 

"But you haven't..2" 

"No! No. | feel guilty already, | can't imagine living with myself if we slept together behind Cara's back" 

"You want to, though?" 


"Well, yeah but fuck." 


Taylor laughed hysterically at Nate's choice of words. Then noticed the burgers behind Nate. "Bud, your 


burgers are burning." He pointed at them. 

"Oh! Oh, shit!" 

The conversation was quelled until after Nate was done cooking. 
"You want a beer? We can sit out on the deck" 


"Sounds good." 


Taylor eyed the redhead while they ate, simply waiting for Nate to start talking again. 
"Tay," he began after several minutes of silence. "I don't know what to do." 
"What do you want to do?" 


"I don't know! | want to be with him but | don't want to break up a family. On the other hand, | don't want to 
be with him while he's still with Cara" 


"What does he want?" 
"| don't know." 
"Would he leave her?" 
"| don't know." 


"So you needed me to come over here, eat a burned black bean burger and a beer for me to give you this 


advice? Talk to him. Next time you want to be giddy teenagers and make out, be men instead and talk" 
"Thank you. Sorry it's burned" 

"No big deal. I'm excited for you, buddy. | hope you get what you want" 

"Can | um, can | ask you something else?" 

"Syre" 

"What is it like?" 

"What is what like?" 

"Aw, Jesus. Never mind. I'm an idiot. Just forget it" Nate blushed and waved his hand. 

‘Ohh! Oh..." Taylor smiled. "It's awful. Absolutely disgusting. Horrible! | strongly advise against it” 
"Probably just because you're doing it with D" 

"Im gonna tell him you said that.” 


"Go ahead. See if | care." 


There was a knock on the Nate's door at nine in the morning. An impatient knock. 
"Hang on! l'm coming, geez!" 
Nate pulled the door open to find Chris standing there. "What are you doing here?" 


Chris grinned and rushed at him, attacking him. He kissed Nate roughly, his hands sliding under the redhead's 


shirt, fingernails and callouses scratching his skin 

"Let's have sex, Nate. Please!" He groaned, panting into his ear. 

"Oh fuck, Chris. No!" Nate tried to squirm out of his arms. 

"Come on, | want youl" He started kissing his neck, fingers dipping into Nate's pants. 


"Stop! Chris!" Nate finally pushed him away. 
"Fuck, what's with you?" 


"Im just super fucking horny, babe. Please?" 

"No. We gotta figure out what we're doing, Chris." 

"| thought we were having fun | mean, damn, | can't get enough of you. And its great, | love it" 
"But your family and Cara." 

"What about them?" 

"Well, are you going to tell her?" 

"Tell her what? That l'm making out with my male best friend? That | want to have sex with him?" 


Nate looked away, his heart and throat constricting. "That maybe you love him and want to be with him" He 


muttered. 
"Oh. Oh shit. Nate, | ..do you love me?" 


His eyebrows scrunched together in pain and disappointment. If he said no, he'd be lying. If he said no, he'd be 
doing himself and Chris a disservice. If he said yes, though, if he said yes, he'd be risking everything. 


He sighed and looked Chris in the eyes. "Yes, | do.” 


Chris's expression turned to one of confusion He stared at Nate, his head tilted to one side, his eyes searching 


Nate's face. "You do?" 


"Afraid so. Chris, | didn't plan it. | don't know how it happened. | just know that you're the one | need to make 
happy.” 


A tiny grin played on Chris's lips. "It would make me happy if you'd have sex with me." 
"Chris." Nate groaned. 


Chris pulled him into his arms again and kissed his mouth. When he finally released the redhead, he whispered 
breathlessly, "I want to make you happy, too." 


Part Il: Chapter Four 


"You mean it, Chris?" Nate searched the guitarists eyes. 

"Yeah, | mean it. Course | mean it, babe" 

"Then you want to be with me?" 

"Yeah." Chris smiled and leaned into Nate, kissing his cheek. "Whatever you want, its all yours" 
"Just you. | just want you" 

"You have me. l'm right here, baby. And | want you, too" He pulled the redhead into his arms. 


Nate was undone. The way it felt to be in his arms, the way his voice sounded in his ear, the way his kiss 
tasted were all too much for Nate to resist. "Let's go to bed" 


Nate led Chris into his bedroom. The two men grinned at each other, each silently questioning the other. Nate 
knew what he was about to do was wrong but, after all, he was only human. And Chris did say he wanted to 
be with him. 

Clothing was carelessly discarded, mouths collided, hands explored skin, every crease, every indent and fold. 
Neither man knew what they were doing except that he wanted to bring pleasure to the other. Chris pinned 
the redhead to the bed and covered him with his body, slowly thrusting his hips. 

"Jesus, Chris." Nate groaned. 

"Good?" 


"So good. More." 


Chris continued to grind his pelvis into Nate's while he seized his mouth. He kissed him roughly, lips crushing 
lips, his tongue plunging deep into Nate's mouth. 


"Chris, fuck!" Nate moaned against the brunette's mouth. His arms wrapped around Chris's back, his fingers 


pressed into the flesh at his shoulder blades. 


Chris slid one of his hands down between their bodies and as soon he touched Nate, he caused a ripple of 
intense pleasure to course through the body underneath his. 


Chris rolled off Nate and sighed. "Damn, baby." 


‘Chris, | -" Nate began, regret already planting its seeds. 
"No! Don't start with that. | know what you want to say. Stop." 
"But-" 


Chris turned on his side to face Nate. "Please don't. | know what you need from me and you'll get it. | just 
haven't figured out how yet." 


Nate turned on his side and faced Chris. Inexplicably, he felt choked up. "You'll really do it?" 
Chris smiled and slid a thumb gently across the bassist's cheek. "I really will” 


‘lm kind of scared for you. | only have Noah. But Chris, your family. Are you sure? I'll back off, I'll never 


mention this and we can both just go on with our lives." 

"Come here." Chris pulled Nate to him and kissed him then pressed his forehead to Nate's. "You're my best 
friend and | love you. | would never do this with you if | wanted to just go back and pretend it never happened. 
But | will ask you for patience. This won't happen overnight. l'm sorry." 

"Sorry. Don't be ridiculous." 

"Um. can | take a shower?" 

"Yeah, of course. Go ahead." 

"Join me?" 

Nate smirked and lowered his eyes. "You want me to?" 

"Duh." 

After their shower, both men dressed and Nate walked Chris to the door. 

"This feels sleazy." He said quietly after Chris kissed him. 

"I know. I'm so sorry, babe." 

‘Its not your fault. Go. Call me, okay?" 

"Okay." 


Chris's heart cracked in two when he saw Nate standing in the doorway, watching him drive off. He didn't go 


straight home, instead drove out to the beach and found a quiet spot to sit in the sand and think. Nate was 
special. He was kind and sweet and funny. He was honest, loyal and brilliant. He was sexy as fuck, too, Chris 
thought. But what did all of this mean for his family? He assured Nate that he was willing to rip his family 
apart to be with him. Now that the reality of that began to sink in, Chris wasn't sure he could do it. He wasn't 
sure he could not be with Nate either. 

He drew his knees up to his chest and rested his forehead against them. When the memory of the tears in 
Nate's eyes hit him, Chris felt his throat tighten He was in a hell of a mess and had no idea what he was 
going to do. He didn't want to hurt either Cara or Nate. 

Chris parked his car in their driveway and entered the house through the garage. 

"Hello? Anybody home?" He announced his presence. 

"Who the fuck is that?" Dave yelled. 

"Chris, where are you?" 

"Bedroom. Hang on, be right down" 

Chris grinned and blushed when Tay and D descended the stairs together. 

"Did | interrupt?" 

"Not entirely. What's up?" 

"Tay, | need advise. Me and um..” 

"Nate, we know." 

"How?" Chris asked, surprised. 


"Can just tell. Now, you and Nate what?" 


"We kind of fooled around and | want shit, this is weird. The thing is, Tay, you had to make a decision and | 


wanted to ask you how you did it. | have to make a decision and | don't know what to do." 
"Did you talk to Nate?" 


"Yeah, um, we think we want to be together. I'm afraid to hurt my family though. | need to know how you did 
it. How did you decide?" 


Tay looked at D then turned back to Chris. 


"Remember the day on the plane, you asked me what happened?" 
"Yeah. You didn't want to talk about it." 


"Because | went off the deep end. | was convinced that D was going to stay with Lucy and that | should stay 
with Al and me and D would sever all ties. And the very thought of it sent me on a downward spiral. | stopped 
eating, all | did was write bad music, drink beer and alienate my wife and son | didn't leave my studio for four 
days. Then one night, this motherfucker comes busting in. | was weak, dirty, smelly, drunk, belligerent and full 
of hate. He broke through it all and just saved me. | remember him holding me up, stroking my hair, telling me 
everything was going to be okay. He carried me into the shower. | know you don't need to know all of that but 
the thing is you gotta follow your heart, Chris. Don't do what | did. Don't ignore your feelings. It'll make you 


nuts. So | guess in answer to your question, it was never a decision | had to make. It was always him." 
"Really?" Dave grinned. 
"Course." 


"Wow. | had no idea things got that bad. But | don't know what | want. | want both, | guess." 
Chris said sadly. 


"You can't have both. Unless you have a really open-minded wife." 
"Yeah, | don't think so." 


"You're gonna hurt someone. Who's it gonna be?" Dave asked. 


Part Il: Chapter Five 


It had been a week since Chris came over and they had their naked tussle. He hadn't called. Nate was scared, 


angry, hurt, confused. He was back in his bedroom, reliving that moment of sweet release when Noah ran in 
"Daddy, why are you standing here, staring at your bed?" 

"What? Oh, just thinking. What's up, pal?" 

"Shane's having movie night on Friday. He said Uncle Dave gave him a bunch of old Batmans to watch: 
"Okay, Friday. The Shifletts going too? 

"They always go. Duh" 


"Of course. What was | thinking?" Nate picked his son up and tossed him onto the bed before he pounced on 
him and tickled him. 


"Daddy!" Noah laughed and wiggled. 


When Noah was panting and had tears in his eyes, Nate stopped and the two Mendels laid side by side on the 
bed. 


"Daddy?" Noah asked after several minutes of silence. 

"Yeah?" 

"Mommy has a boyfriend" 

"Oh yeah?" 

"Yeah. How come you and Mommy aren't together?" 

"Well, when you were a baby, we realized that we both loved you more than we loved each other. 
"So Mommy loves me and Steve?" 

"That her man friend's name?" 

"Yep. He's a doctor. 


"Oh, he is?" 


"Yep. Feet!" Noah grabbed his little feet and pulled them up in the air. 
Nate laughed. "A podiatrist." 
"Huh?" 


"A foot doctor is called a podiatrist" He found it pretty humorous his ex was dating a podiatrist. They're 
barely doctors. 


"Daddy?" 
"Yeah?" 
"Why don't you love nobody but me?" 


"Well. Because | haven't found anybody as special as you, kid" Only, he thought he had. "Hey, Noah? Liam or 
Dash say anything else about Dave and Taylor?" 


"No. Dash said his Daddy explained that it was okay. Families don't always have to have a Mommy and a Daddy. 


Some families have two Daddies and it's the same kinda love. 
"Thats right! 

"Daddy?" 

"Yeah?" 

"ltd be cool if we had another Daddy" 

"Kt would?" 

"Yeah. Then you'd have a friend to hang out with" 
"| have friends” 

"Uncle Chris 

‘Him, Dave, Taylor, Pat" 

"They don't count! 


"They don't? Why not?" 


"Cause none of them could be our extra Daddy" 

"Why not? Chris could. He's already a Daddy" 

"That's why’ 

"Oh. Kid, | have no idea what you're talking about" Nate tickled him again 
"Uncle Chris can't be our extra Daddy cause he's somebody's Daddy already!" 


"Oh. But that just means he'd be good at it cause he's had practice." Why are you even arguing here, Mendel. 
Clearly, Chris doesn't want the job of Extra Daddy. 


On Friday, Nate tried to come up with an excuse to drop Noah off and not stay. He couldn't face Chris, not 
now. Not after seeming so needy, not after what they'd done. 


But he found himself face to face with the man at D and Tay's 
Hey’ 

Hey’ 

‘Hey! Who wants to take a ride for ice cream?" Dave yelled 

OF course all the kids screamed yes. Nate and Chris looked at him, confused. Dave gave them a pointed glance. 


"Okay, kids come with me and Tay. Chris and Nate will stay here and have the movie ready when we get back. 
And if they're good boys, | might even bring them something back." 


"You guys sure?" 
‘Oh, more than you know. We'll be maybe an hour." 
"Be good boys, okay?" Chris told his three. 


They stood as if they were statues, waiting, listening for the sound of the truck leaving. As soon as they were 


sure the truck had gone, they both started talking at the same time. 


"I'm sorry | haven't called | just couldn't get away and | couldn't call you with Cara or any of they boys 
around. | was afraid they'd know." 


"Why the fuck haven't you called or anything? l'm fucking going nuts here! What are you doing?" 


"I'm not sure | can do this, Nate." Chris blurted out. 
"Whoa, what? But you said..Chris, | never would have done that if | didn't believe you." 


"I know. | know. I'm a total douchebag here. | want you, | really do. | love you. That day was special to me. But | 
have this family and | made that commitment first.” 


Nate was unable to speak He slumped down into a chair and sat very stil 
"Please say something. Scream at me, punch me. Something’ 

"| wanted you to be our extra Daddy" He mumbled 

"What?" 


"Dash told Noah what you said about some families have two Dads and it's okay because the love is the same. 


Noah wants an extra Dad. | wanted you to be our extra Dad" 
"Nate, I'm making the wrong choice, aren't |?" 


"I can't tell you that. I'll make you happy. | will make you know each and every day how loved you are. But | 


can't tell you what's right or wrong for you.” 


Chris sank to his knees between Nate's legs. He took the man's hands in his own. "I'll need you to give me 
strength. | can't do this on my own." 


"| wouldn't expect you to. I'm right here. All you need to do is have faith in this." Nate leaned forward and 
pressed his lips to Chris's forehead. 


‘I'm sorry | hurt you." 

"Better not happen again, Shiflett." 

"Will you promise to punish me if it does?" Chris said with a smirk. 
"No. Well, maybe." 


The brunette leaned up, into Nate, and kissed his mouth. "When I'm near you, | know it's right. | feel like being 
with you is exactly where | should be. But when I'm not, | start to doubt" 


"| guess you can't ever leave me again" 


Chris grinned and leaned into Nate once more, rising up off his knees and pushing Nate back in the chair. He 
climbed onto the redhead's lap, straddling his thighs. He pulled Nate's face to his and kissed him hard, pushing 
his tongue between the man's parted lips. His hands slid under Nate's shirt and up his chest, pushing the shirt 
up, off his stomach. Chris bent his head and pressed his lips against him there. Nate pushed his fingers 
through Chris's hair as he moaned softly. He tightened his grip when Chris's fingers began to fumble with his 
belt. 


"Chris, no. We can't. They'll be back soon" 

"You better be quick then" Chris winked and continued to work on his belt. 

"Shit." He groaned. 

Nate was just coming out of the bathroom when Dave and Tay returned with the kids. Chris sat on the couch 
with a small grin on his lips. Nate tried so hard not to look at him but failed. Their eyes met and Nate's heart 
skipped a beat. 


"Should we have stayed out longer?" Tay whispered to him. 


"Hell yeah." 


Part Il: Chapter Six 


Noah's mother took him with her and her podiatrist on vacation to Hawaii for two weeks. The house was so 


quiet and still without him. Nate filled his evenings with long bike rides and old movies. And sometimes, Chris. 


"Hey Cara? | gotta run over to Nate's for a bit. Is that okay?" He steeled up his nerve and forced his voice not 


to waver. 


"Sure. Tell him | said hello." She smiled and wrapped an arm around her husband's neck "Love you, don't be too 


late." 

"Love you too." And he kissed her cheek. 

He was living a dual life. There was Chris, the devoted husband and father. The one that loved curling up in bed 
with Cara or splashing in the pool with the boys. There was Chris, the gay lover. The one that loved kissing his 
best friend and laying naked and spent next to him. And he had made commitments to both lives. He knew that 
Cara had absolutely no idea about the things he was doing with Nate. And he also knew that Nate was 
expecting, demanding even, that he tell Cara and end his marriage. He had every intention of doing that. 


Eventually. 


He opened the front door and walked right in. 
"Hey Nate?" 


"Chris?" Nate rounded the corner from the kitchen 

‘Hey’ 

"Hi, what are you doing here?" 

"Just figured I'd drop by" He smiled. 

"Ah." Nate said with a knowing grin 

Chris approached the redhead and pulled him into his arms. "| missed this." He murmured in Nate's ear before 


he sucked the lobe into his mouth. He pushed him against the wall and took both of his hands and pushed them 


up, over his head. Chris pressed his pelvis against Nate's and lowered his mouth to the man's neck. 
"God, Chris." Nate groaned. 


The brunette dragged his lover down the hall, into his bedroom. He pulled Nate's shirt over his head and ran 
his hands down his chest and stomach until he came to the button and zipper of his shorts. When Chris had 
shed Nate of all of his clothes, he urged him onto the bed, on his stomach. Chris shed his own clothes and 


climbed on top of his lover. He covered Nate with kisses, from the back of his neck to the sole of his foot. 
Then he slid one hand up Nate's calf to his knee and pushed it wide open, a right angle to his body. 


"Chris, please don't” Nate muttered 
"Shh. It's okay, baby. You'll like it" Chris whispered and stroked his thigh reassuringly. 


Nate whimpered and squirmed when Chris slid his tongue against him. He clutched at the blankets underneath 


him. 

Chris slid an arm under Nate and lifted his hips off the bed. 

"Uh, | don't know if I'm ready, Chris." Nate's voice shook. 

"ll be gentle. You'll see, you're gonna love it” Chris kissed the small of his back. 

Of course he was right. Nate writhed and grunted. The pain mingled with the pleasure, creating a sensation 
Nate had never felt before. He found himself groaning loudly, his body trembling as he neared his climax. And 
Chris drove into him deeper as he himself neared his own climax. 

Chris rolled to his side and gathered his lover in his arms. He stroked his hair and rocked him softly. 

"Are you okay?" 

"lm fucking great.” 

‘Mmm, me too." 

"Chris?" 

"Yeah, baby?" 

"Stay with me tonight?" 

"Aw, baby. | wish | could. | gotta get back, though." 

"Chris, you're cheating on her with me. Its so fucked up." 

"I know, | know. I'm so sorry. Soon, | promise. I'm just not sure how to do it” 


"How about telling the truth? 


"Well, obviously l'm going to tell her the truth. It's just that its going to kill her.” 


"Yeah well, fucking a married man is killing me." Nate replied sharply, pulling away from Chris and standing up. 
"Go. Go home. And next time you think about coming over here just to fuck me, don't. At least, not until you've 
told your wife." 


"Baby, please don't be like that. | asked you to be patient. | told you this wasn't going to happen overnight. 
Please, Nate." 


“There's a difference between being patient and laying there with my ass in the air." 

Chris stood and walked around the bed. He slipped his arms around the redhead. "Baby, come on. Its not like 
that. | didn't just come over here to fuck you. | love you. | do. If you say no more sex until | tell her, then no 
more sex. But damn, it's the best sex I've ever had." He grinned. 


Nate smiled and dropped his gaze. "You're a fucking jerk." 


Chris leaned back and slid a finger under Nate's chin to raise his eyes to meet his own. "I love you. | promise 


I'l work on telling her." 

Three nights later, however, Chris was back. This time, he found Nate in the backyard. 

"What are you doing here again?" 

"Just wanted to see you. Don't worry, no booty call! | just wanted to hang out for a little while.” 


"Good. You can help me stake these tomato plants. And then the bushes out front need trimming. After that, | 


was going to mow the grass. So yeah, thanks for coming over." 

"Shit" Chris grumbled. 

After an hour or so, Chris settled into a chair on the back patio. Nate handed him a beer. 
"Thanks." 

"Thanks for your help." 

"You're welcome. Don't think | don't know what you were doing.’ 

"What was | doing?" 

"Punishing me." 


"Punishing you? For what?" 


"For the other night.” 

| was there too. | could have stopped you if | wanted to." 

Chris gave him a sideways glance. 

"| could have!" 

"Sure, baby. Sure." Chris grinned and took a long drink of his beer. 
Nate grunted and fell silent, drinking his beer. 

"Aw, did | hurt your feelings?" 

"Whatever. Drink your beer and go home." 

"IFs okay to admit it" 

"Shut up!" 

Chris laughed. He reached over and took Nate's hand in his, weaving their fingers. 


After a few moments of quiet, Nate said, "Don't you want to be able to sit here every night, just being 
together?" 


"Shh. Don't go there tonight, hon. Just enjoy this." 


Nate had to go there. If something didn't change soon, he was going to go crazy. The nights that he spent by 
himself, without Chris, were bad enough. But the nights when he got only a couple hours of Chris were worse. 


Part Il: Chapter Seven 


When Chris returned home that night, the boys were all in bed and Cara was sitting at the table outside, next 
to the pool, enjoying a glass of wine. The irony was not lost on Chris. He smiled sadly as he stood in the door 


way, watching her. 


"Come on out here, Shiflett." She called to him. "How's Nate? You've been spending a lot of time over there. Is 


there something wrong?" 

"No, Katie has Noah with her in Hawaii so he's just kind of lonely." Yeah, lonely because of you, shithead 
"That's rice of you to spend time with your BFF" 

"He's my pal. | love him” 

"| know you do. And | love you. Come here" And she patted her lap. 


Chris grinned and sat down on his wife. He wrapped an arm around her neck. "How much of that wine have you 


had?" 
"Enough." She returned his grin. 


Chris took the glass from her hand and put it down on the table. He kissed his wife, the image of Nate 
underneath him materialized behind his closed eyes. It gave him a brief shock and he paused. 


"What?" Cara asked. 


"Nothing, come here.” He stook up and pulled her to her feet. He pulled her top off and then his own shirt. And 


once they were down to underwear, he took her hand and pulled her toward the pool. 
She was hesitant. "Chris, the boys-" 


"Will never know." He grinned and kissed her again. And then he let go of her hand and jumped in the water. 


"Come on" 
She smiled and jumped in also. Chris pulled her into his arms and they kissed again 


Chris's hands worked deftly to remove the bra and panties that now clung to her wet body. Cara's hands 
pushed his shorts down his hips and thighs until he kicked his legs out of them. And then those small, delicate 
hands wrapped around him and frantically rubbed and stroked. After several moments, she pulled her head 


away and gave him a quizzical look. 


"You drunk?" 

He shook his head. "Had just one at Nate's." 

And that's when it hit him. He recalled Nate's voice in his head, ‘You're cheating on her with me: Chris groaned. 
"Son of a bitch." 

"What?" 

"Let me go get you a towel. Stay right here." 

Chris pulled himself out of the pool and ran inside. He grabbed a large beach towel from the linen closet in 


their bedroom and pulled on a pair of shorts. 


Back outside, Cara emerged from the pool and Chris wrapped the towel around her. He sat her back down in 


her chair and handed her the wine glass. 

"You're making me nervous, Shiftlett. What's going on?" 

"Are you happy with me?" He asked her tentatively. 

"Yes, very happy. Why wouldn't | be?" 

"Because there's something about me you've always suspected but learned over the years to ignore?" He said. 
Like what? Chris, you're scaring me. What is going on?" 

"| love you, Cara. | do. And the boys. | love them very much too." 

"But..?" 

"Shit. This is really hard" 


"Please tell me. You're freaking me out here." Cara put the glass down and let her hands fall limply into her lap. 
She had an inkling about what was coming. When he said something about always suspecting, her inkling was 


solidified. 


Chris kneeled in front of her and took her hands in his. "Cara, | cheated. Um, just a few days ago. And the 
thing is | think | want to-no, | know | want to be with..him." He finished and tried to look up, into her eyes. 


She jumped to her feet and pushed him backwards so that he fell on his ass. "ARE YOU FUCKING KIDDING 
ME?!" She screamed. 


"Cara, the kids!" He pleaded. 


"Get the fuck out of here! RIGHT NOW! LEAVE!" 
"Cara, please. Let me explain!" 
"What's to explain? You fucked Nate! You did fuck him, didn't you?" 


He stood up slowly. "Yeah, we did. And Cara, | love him. | know it's shitty. | do. In fact, he's been trying to get 


me to tell you for weeks now." Upon realizing how that sounded, he groaned. 
"WEEKS??? Jesus Christ, Chris. How long has this been going on?" 


"Just a few weeks. And nothing happened until the other night, | swear. We just realized how much we care for 


each other." 
"You should go." She said quietly. 

"But the boys~" 

"Chris, get the fuck out of my sight before | do something Ill regret! 


He reluctantly stood up and went inside the house. He stopped briefly in his sons' rooms and kissed each of 
them good night. Dash was the only one awake. 


"Hi Daddy, why was Mommy yelling?” He whispered. 


"Because Daddy's a bonehead. Don't worry, everything's okay now." He smiled. "Go back to sleep. See you in the 


morning!" 
The boy smiled at his father and then settled back into his pillow and closed his eyes. 


He stuffed some clothes into a backpack and headed back downstairs. He noticed that she was still sitting in the 


chair and paused. He should at least once more to talk to her. 


"Cara, can we please talk?" 


"What is there to talk about? It's over. You're fucking another man! You cheated on me with ANOTHER MAN!" 


She screamed. 
He flinched and hung his head. He silently cursed Nate for forcing him to tell her. If he hadn't popped into his 
brain while he was trying to make love to his wife, all of this never would have happened. But now, it was 


happening and it was a thousand times worse than he imagined it would be. 


‘lm sorry, Cara" 


"Let me ask you something?" She said as he slowly made his way past her, toward the driveway. 

"Yeah?" 

"You gay, then?" 

"| don't know." 

"Nate gay?" 

"| don't know." 

"You guys gonna shack up like Dave and Taylor, be all cutesy, and live queerly ever after?" 

"| don't know." Chris was becoming irritated with her questions and felt strangely confident at the same time. 
“All | do know is that he's special to me. | care about him enough to hurt you and ruin my family so if that 
makes me gay, sure l'm gay. And as far as shacking up? I'd be the luckiest son of a bitch on this Earth if | 
could wake up to him every day and live happily ever after with him." 

"Then | hope you do." She replied in barely a whisper. 

Chris drove directly over to Nate's. It was after one in the morning and all the lights were out. He sat in the 
car, on the street, looking at the house, for a long time. He could barge in there, wake Nate up, tell him and 


then maybe make love. The scenario played out really nicely in Chris's head. But he wasn't quite prepared to let 
Nate know yet. So he drove away, over to the only other place he felt he'd be welcomed. 


Part Il: Chapter Eight 


There was still a light on, a blue flickering light probably from the TV in the family room. Chris rapped softly 


on the door. He saw Taylor's face peer out the window. 

"What are you doing here?" Taylor whispered as he opened the door. "Its almost two in the morning.” 
"| told Cara about Nate and she kicked me out." 

"Oh! Oh, dude. Come in How are you doing?" 

‘lm fucking flipping out. l'm so scared. Why are we whispering?" 

"Shane's here. And D is asleep, too." 

"Ah, what are you doing up?" 

"I was watching a movie, got into it. Come on in, sit down. Tell me what happened" 


Taylor returned to the family room and clicked the TV off and invited Chris to sit down. As he did that, D 


stumbled down the stairs, rubbing his face. 
"Hey, Dave. Sorry | woke you." 


"That's okay, dude. What's going on?" He asked as he slid an arm around Taylor's shoulders and sat down in his 
lap. "It's late for you, what are you doing up, yet?" 


"There was a movie on. It just started when | was going to turn it off and come up but | got into it" He told D 
as he pushed him off his lap, onto the couch next to him. He kept the brunette's legs in his lap and slid his 
hands up and down one of his calves. "Sorry, Chris. Tell us what happened” 

"The short version?" 

"Whatever you want to tell us, man" 

Chris took a deep breath. "A few nights ago, Nate and | ..well, we...” 

"Reached a point from which there was no turning back, | got you." 


Chris smiled. "Thanks. And man, it was..." 


"Really fantastic." Tay smiled. 


"Thanks. Yes, fantastic. But he got really angry because, | mean, | am still married. So he kind of gave me an 
ultimatum. | had to tell her if | wanted to see him like that again. But Tay, | was scared shitless to tell her. | 
mean, my kids. And actually going through the divorce. | was petrified and | kind of talked myself into believing 


that Nate was a one time thing. And | knew that would hurt him but | was willing to deal with that more than | 
was willing to deal with losing my family. So earlier tonight | went over to his house to tell him that but | 
couldn't. At first, | didn't have the opportunity. He made me do his yardwork" Chris said with a laugh. 

Dave laughed also. "That sounds like Nate." 


"And then he gave me a beer and he just sat next to me, holding my hand. Seems kind of silly, but in that 


simple moment, | knew. | love him and | might lose my wife, but look at what | could gain with hin’ 

"So you told Cara?" 

Chris nodded. "I didn't have a plan to. | was actually trying to uh." He trailed off again, embarrassed 

"Got it. Go on’ 

Chris shifted in his chair and ran his hand through his hair. "I couldn't um. you know. | just saw him from the 


other night. And his voice in my head. And you know, that doesn't happen to me ever so | had to give her an 
explanation. So | figured, here goes nothing." 


"She flipped the fuck out?" 


"Dude, you're the only one | know that can imagine how that went. And then she got all indignant and mean, she 
even dragged you guys into it. It was ugly. I'm pretty scared about the kids, you know?" 


"Yeah, | know. Trust me. But the scariest part is over and you're not alone. Go over there, dude. You need each 


other now." 

Chris thought for a moment. "Can | just crash here tonight. | want to figure some shit out before | see him.” 
"Figure what out? You took a huge step tonight, the rest is gravy." 

"Figure out how to apologize to him." 

Taylor smiled at his friend. "Sure, man. You know where everything is. See you in the morning.” 

"Thanks, Tay." 


Chris watched his two friends stand up and stare at each other for a moment before Dave took Tay's hand 


and pulled him toward the stairs. He laughed under his breath when he heard Dave try to say quietly, "Now 


that we're both awake, maybe we could..2" 
"No." Taylor whispered loudly. 


Chris stretched out his weary body on the couch and stared up at the ceiling. Well, he did it. There was no 
turning back now. The more he thought about it, the more excited he got about seeing Nate again. A smile 
grew across his lips as he closed his eyes. He pictured Nate at that very moment. He was probably sprawled 
out on his stomach in his bed, one arm tucked under his pillow, the other curled under his shoulder. One of his 
knees was probably hitched up a little, the other leg stretched out straight. His red hair had probably slipped 
down onto his forehead and his lips were probably slightly parted. Chris's body shuddered with the desire to 


see him, to hold him in his arms. 


Around 5:00, after sleeping off and on for only three hours, Chris could wait no longer. He crept softly out of 
Dave and Tay's home, got in his car and hauled ass back over to Nate's house. He ran up to the front door 


and knocked loudly. 
"Nate! Nate! Wake up! Neddie!! Wake up!" He called. And knocked some more. 


After some more knocking, Nate shuffled down the hall in his boxer shorts, his hair a tangled bed head mess. 
He slid his glasses onto his face and scrunched his face up in confusion when he saw Chris through the glass 


window beside the door. 


"Chris, its five o'clock in the morning. What are you doing? I'm not fucking you." He said with a yawn when he 
opened the door. 


Chris rushed through the door and pulled the adorable redhead into his arms. He took his face in his hands and 
kissed his mouth. "I did it. Nate, l'm yours. I'm all yours. Absolutely yours. And | am so, so sorry for the way | 
hurt you before." And then he drew him into another kiss. 


Nate managed to pull away long enough to ask, "What do you mean you did it?" 


"I told Cara when | got home earlier. She kicked me out. But | don't care. | did what you wanted me to do and 


I'm here. l'm here because, hopefully, you still want me." Chris said quickly and reached for his lover again. 
"Wait! Tell me what is going on" 


Chris shut the front door and followed Nate back to his bedroom. He wrapped his arms around the man's 
waist and kissed his shoulder and neck. "I couldn't stop thinking about what you said before about wanting to be 
here all the time, enjoying quiet evenings with you. | couldn't stop thinking about the way you felt underneath 


me. 


"So you want to be here all the time?" Nate asked without turning around, allowing Chris to continue kissing his 
neck and spine. 


"Mm hmm." 
"What if | don't want you here all the time?" The redhead asked. 


Chris froze, his lips pressed directly against the middle of Nate's neck. Nate felt the guitarists mouth curl into 
a grin. "You're full of shit, Mendel." 


Nate wiggled out of his arms and laid down on his back, against the pillows. He shrugged and said, "| guess as 
long as you're here now.." And he patted the space next to him on the bed. 


Part Il: Chapter Nine 


Nate slowly raised his head to peer over the shoulder of the man asleep at his side. Was this really happening? 
Nate almost pinched himself to make sure he wasn't dreaming. Chris was really there. Chris had pounded on 
his door a few hours ago, swept him into his arms and said he wanted to be with him. And the delicious, 
passionate, intense sex that followed made every inch of Nate's body quiver. Slow, gentle fingertips traced the 
brunette's jawline, hoping that was enough to stir the man from his slumber. When it wasn't, Nate slid up 


behind him and wrapped an arm around his waist, leaning in to kiss his neck He felt Chris come alive under his 


touch. 
"Good morning!" He whispered into the man's ear. 


Chris groaned and stretched, rolling onto his back and pulling Nate into his arms. "Good morning. How did you 
sleep?" 


"Wonderfully. You?" 
Chris smiled. "Same." 


"What do you want to do today?" Nate asked. He was talking about maybe trying to talk to Cara again or see 
the kids or trying to get some of his things from the house. 


That's not what Chris had in mind, however. "Some of this." And he kissed Nate's lips. "Maybe some of this." He 
moved his mouth to the redhead's chest. "Definitely, this." His hand slid down Nate's back, onto his ass and he 
gave it a squeeze. 

‘| wasn't talking about this." Nate protested, albeit mildly. 

"But you merely asked. This is what | want to do today." Chris teased him. 

"All day?" Nate smirked and his sharp, blue eyes danced. 

"Absolutely." 

"Yeah, we'll see about that." He teased as he rolled back, pulling his lover on top of him. 

"Mendel, are you making a crack about my longevity?" 


"Perhaps. You know, after forty, it's all down hill" 


"You oughta know." 


"Now that | have you, I'm just hitting my stride, baby." He grinned and drew Chris down into a long, 
breathtaking kiss. 


It was four o'clock in the afternoon, the lovers were spent, lazing quietly in bed. Nate lay across the bed, his 
head resting on Chris's stomach. Chris absentmindedly stroked the bassists beautiful red hair. The brunette's 


stomach began growling for food. 
"Hungry, baby?" Nate asked, a hint of teasing in his voice. "| thought you ate enough a little while ago." 


"You call that a meal, Mendel?" He quipped back as he pressed his hand over Nate's forehead and gave it a 
gentle shake. 


‘lm gonna get a shower and then I'll make you some food, okay?" The redhead stood up and stretched. 


Chris turned on his side and propped his head up on his elbow to watch his lover. "Thats a good looking ass 
you got there." 


When Nate emerged from the bathroom in a fresh pair of shorts, he had a grin on his face. He had replayed 
the entire morning in his brain while he showered, from Chris barging in to laying peacefully in bed with him 
and every smile, every kiss, every stroke, and every groan in between. To Nate's surprise, Chris was gone. The 
bed had been vacated. His clothes were still on the floor though. Nate exited the bedroom and continued down 
the hall. He found Chris in the kitchen, naked, phone pressed against his ear. He was talking very quietly. Cara, 
Nate guessed. 


When Chris looked up, Nate flicked a quick smile and tilted his head. Chris nodded and turned around again 
Deciding that the turning around signified he wanted a bit of privacy, Nate returned to the bedroom and 
started to pick up their clothes that were scattered all over the floor. 

"She, uh..she's already been to a lawyer." Nate heard Chris say from the doorway. 


"What's going to happen?" 


"She wants full custody, Nate. Says the boys shouldn't be exposed to this lifestyle. Lifestyle." He shook his 
head. "Touring and alcohol and shit, that stuff's just fine. But this?" 


"But they go over to Dave and Tay's all the time, it's not new to them." 
Chris looked at Nate. "Dave and Taylor aren't their father.” 


"This is fucking crazy, Chris! She can't do this!" 


Part Il: Chapter Ten 


"Will you go with me?" Chris asked quietly. He was standing in Nate's bedroom, getting dressed. 


"Of course | will. Baby, its gonna be fine. She's wrong. There's no way anybody would allow this" Nate had been 
sitting on the bed, watching his lover with sad eyes. 


"Stranger things have happened. l'm so nervous." His hands were shaking so badly he couldn't buckle his belt. 
Nate smiled and reached for him. "Come here. Let me." 


Chris took a couple steps and stood in front of Nate. The redhead fixed his belt and moaned softly when he 
felt Chris's hands on his head. He tilted his face up to look into the brunette's beautiful blue eyes. 


"Thank you." Chris whispered and slid one hand down to Nate's cheek 


He turned his face in Chris's hand and pressed a kiss to his open palm. "I love you, we'll get through this 
together." 


They sat side by side in a conference room at the lawyer's office. Cara had retained the services of their 
family lawyer so Chris was forced to forge a new relationship. He made an appointment with the lawyer who 


handled Taylor's divorce. Her name was Charlotte, she went by Charlie. 


"People see it in print and think I'm a dude. Sure, | do it on purpose and | don't give a fuck." She grinned. "And | 


curse becouse it makes you more comfortable. So settle down, relax. Tell me how | can help you." 


"Um, you handled Taylor's divorce. | need you to help me with mine. And mine won't be as nice and neat as his, 


l'm afraid” 


"I heard. Full custody because she doesn't want her children around a gay lifestyle. How about you don't want 
your children around a closed-minded bigot?" 


Nate couldn't help but laugh a single ‘HA’. Chris snapped his head around and looked at Nate. 
‘lm sorry, but she's right" Nate said as he took Chris's hand. 


"Look, | don't want this to get so ugly. | know she's wrong but two wrongs don't make a right. | just want this 
settled quietly and fairly." 


"That's what | want also but you need to face the possibility that she won't allow that to happen" Charlie said 


firmly. "So in that event, what do you want me to do?" 


"| don't know." Chris mumbled. 

“All right, let's start with assets." 

"She can have it all. | don't care about the house, the money and shit. | just want my kids." 

"She can't have it all, Mr. Shiflett. Don't be fucking stupid" Charlie said with reproach. 

"Okay, the house. She can have the house. And the support, it's fine.” 

"She requested an exorbitant amount here. Twenty grand a month? Seriously?" 

Holy shit! Chris, don't! Nate chimed in. 

Chris huffed and stood up. He paced the room. "I don't know what the fuck l'm supposed to do!" He yelled. 
Charlie closed the folder in front of her and sat back. "Look | see this all the time. You feel guilty. There's a 
part of you that's wondering if it's all worth it. No offense, Mr. Mendel. But you're wondering if it's too late to 


crawl back and just forget it all, aren't you?" 


Chris stopped pacing and stared. First at Charlie then at Nate. She was good. It was exactly what he needed to 


hear. 


"No. lm not wondering that. | don't want to go back He's worth it" Chris said with a small grin. Then he 
mouthed the words, "I'm sorry" to Nate. 


"Okay. Twenty a month. Give me a fucking break, no fucking way is that happening.” 


Charlie said. "How much is the mortgage?" 

"There is no mortgage." 

"Well then, how does five sound?" 

"Low." Chris sighed. 

"We're just getting started, you know. Leaping off point. Five a month and joint custody." 
Ill piss her off, though. Make it ten" 

"Split the difference. Seven-fifty." 


Chris raked his fingers through his hair. "Fine." 


"Any other assets she might go after that | need to know about?" 

"How about | just put you in touch with our accountant?" 

"Good, give me the number." 

When they left, Nate took the keys from Chris and drove them home. Chris sat in the passenger seat, silent. 
If you wanted to reconsider, | would understand" Nate said, breaking the silence. 

"Now don't you be fucking stupid, Nate.” Chris muttered. 

"How is that stupid? This is huge and awful and its not going to be easy." 

‘It's fucking stupid because | want to be with you and I'll do whatever that takes." 

"But you're miserable! Why bother being with me if you're miserable?" 

Chris sighed. "I'm not miserable because l'm with you. Im miserable because she's being a total bitch." 
"What did you expect?" 

"| don't know. | guess | didn't think about it. | was too busy thinking about you." 

Nate smiled He reached across and squeezed Chris's thigh. 


At the house, Chris headed straight to the bedroom to change out of his clothes. Nate watched him from the 
doorway. The guitarist pulled a t-shirt out of his suitcase when he paused and hung his head. 


‘lm living out of a suitcase." He said quietly. He felt his emotions bubble over and tears began to sting his 


eyes. 
Nate rushed toward him and threw his arms around the man from behind. 


"Nate, what am | doing? My entire life is a fucking mess." He choked out as he put his hand over the redhead's 
that held onto his waist. 


‘Not your entire life." Nate pulled the shirt from Chris's hand and threw it down. He kissed his lover's shoulder 


and the nape of his neck. "I'll make love to you." He whispered. 
Chris turned around in the man's arms and seized his mouth. "I need you." He moaned into Nate's mouth. 


Nate pulled Chris with him as he made his way back to the bed. He placed Chris on his back on top of the bed 


and covered him with his body. He kissed his lover's neck, nibbling gently, running his tongue over the Adam's 
apple and down to his chest. He traced Chris's tattoos with his tongue as his hands slid down Chris's arms, 
finding his hands and weaving their fingers together. He dragged Chris's hands up the mattress and over his 
head. Slowly, his fingers pulled free from Chris's as Nate continued licking and kissing his way down his chest to 
his stomach. He felt Chris tremble slightly as he dragged his tongue over his lover's navel to his hip. He pulled 
the waistband of his shorts down. Chris lifted his ass off the bed to allow Nate to pull the shorts completely 
down his thighs and off. The redhead worked his mouth back up the inside of Chris's thigh, pushing them wide 


apart. As Nate neared his target, Chris trembled even more, whimpering, begging, "Please." 

His tongue darted out and flicked against Chris's balls as tender fingers wrapped around his shaft and stroked 
slowly. He continued to stroke but moved his tongue lower and lapped and licked and pushed against the 
brunette's entrance, eliciting the sweetest groans Nate had ever heard, along with more begging. 

"Please, baby. Please give it to me." Chris murmured. 

Nate rose up on his knees between Chris's thighs. He pushed his lover's knees up toward his chest. He kept one 
hand hooked behind one of Chris's knees and used the other hand to guide himself in. Chris threw his head 
back and just let out a long howl as Nate pushed deeper and deeper into him. 

"Harder." Chris managed to grunt. 

Nate obeyed and thrust harder into him. 

"Goddamn it, Nate. Harder!" 

"Baby, | don't want to hurt you." Nate cooed softly. 


"| want you to hurt me. Fuck me as hard as you can" Chris lifted his head and stared into the eyes of his 


lover. 
Nate froze for a moment and studied Chris's face. 
"I need it, please." Chris begged quietly. 


Nate nodded and thrust himself hard and deep into Chris. Once he forgot about hurting him, he let go and 


pounded Chris as hard as he could, being driven on by the guitarists grunts and cries. 


Nate collapsed against Chris's chest, panting, their bodies were slick with droplets of sweat. Nate slid off his 


lover and folded him into his protective embrace. 
"Are you okay?" He whispered in Chris's ear. 


Chris moaned gently. "More than okay. It was wonderful." 


It was for me, too. | love you, Chris." 


‘| love you." And he brought Nate's hand to his mouth and kissed his fingertips. 


Part Il: Chapter Eleven 


The boyfriends sat in Charlie's office again Chris's knee bounced nervously as he chewed on his calloused 


fingers. Nate gently placed his hand over the bouncing knee as he smiled at his lover. 

"Nervous?" Charlie asked with a grin. 

"Jesus, Charlie. What the fuck do you think?" 

"Okay, Shiflett. Take it down a notch. | have good news and bad news. Which do you want first?" 
"The good." Nate said without thought. 

"The bad" Chris said at the same time. 

Charlie laughed. "The bad news is we're going to court. She won't budge on the full custody thing." 
"Then the good news doesn't matter." Chris muttered. 

"The good news is her lawyer is gay." 

"What?! But Gene has been our lawyer for years. | didn't know that." 


"Your wife doesn't know that either. Imagine the shit she's been saying to him." Charlie said with a giggle. "He's 


this close to dropping her on her ass." 

Chris looked at Nate, whose lips curled in a grin. Then Nate turned to Charlie. 
"Can you get him not to drop her and just give her poor advise instead?" 

‘| like the way you think, Mr. Mendel." 

"Nol" Chris said. 

"Chris, it's the only way." 

"Its wrong!" 


Charlie shrugged. "Wrong is keeping a father from seeing his children. When's the last time you saw your 
boys?" 


"Three weeks." Nate answered. 


"Three weeks! Three weeks, Shiflett. God knows what she's been telling them in that time." 


"Stop!" Chris shouted and scratched his head. "You don't think | realize that? You don't think | think about it 
every day? They probably hate me now because of whatever she's telling them about me." 


"Let me get them for you, Chris. Let me do my job. She's not playing nice, why the fuck are you?" 
"Because," He looked her in the eye. "I'm a better person than that." 


"I know you are but you're losing out here. You continue to be the better person but let me be an asshole for 


you. Come on, l'm pretty good at it" Charlie smirked. 


Chris reached for Nate's hand and looked in the redhead's eyes. "Okay. Do whatever you have to do but don't 
tell me nothing about it." 


Four days later, Chris was picking up the boys from the house. Cara had inexplicably let him take them for the 


weekend, 

"Dad, what's going on?" Liam asked once the younger two had scampered into Noah's bedroom with him. 
Chris looked at Nate, who tilted his head as if to say, ‘go for it: 

"Liam, remember the day we sat down and talked about Dave and Taylor?" 

"Yeah. They're gay." 

"They are in a gay relationship with each other, yes." 

"And now you and Nate are?" 

"Yog" 

"Its because you spend so much time around Dave and Taylor." 

"No, it isn't. This has absolutely nothing to do with them. That isn't how love works, Li" 

"But you and Mom love each other. Not Nate." 

"| did love your mother very much. But you can love someone and still not belong with them. | know its hard 
to understand, Li. | love Nate so very much and more important than that, | belong with him. You know how 


you feel happy and safe and good when you're at home, in your room, surrounded by your stuff? That feeling 
of safety is how Daddy feels with Nate. Do you understand that?" 


Liam looked from his father to Nate and slowly nodded. "You didn't feel that way at home?" 
‘Only when | was with you and your brothers." 
"Then why did you leave us?" 


"Because | needed to be here, baby. I'm sorry. Leaving you was not what | wanted to do. | had to make a very 
difficult decision. | love you and Dash and Riley so much and I'll do whatever it takes to make a family here for 


you." 


Liam remained silent for a long time, his eyes darted from his father to Nate and back. Then he asked, "How 


do you know if you're gay or not?" 

Chris blanched and looked at Nate. "To be honest with you, Li, | don’t know how to answer that" 
"How did you know?" 

"| don't know. | just fell in love with Nate. | just felt so strongly that | needed to be with him" 
"Do you like other boys?" 

"| dont think so." 

Liam nodded, taking it all in 

‘Li, are Dash and Riley okay?" 

"Yeah, they're fine. They were really stoked about coming over here to play with Noah" 

"Are you okay?" 

"Well, it sucks being at home without you, Daddy. Mom is mad all the time. | try not to listen to her” 
"Im sorry, buddy" 

"Hts okay. l'm kind of happy to be here this weekend too. Thanks for having us, Nate. 

"Im happy you guys are here. We'll have fun And | hope you guys get to be here a lot! 

"Me too’ 


"Why don't you go play, Li? Tell the boys we'll go for pizza a little later, okay?" 


"Kay, Dad. Thanks!" 
After Li ran down the hall to Noah's bedroom, the men looked at each other. 
"You did great, baby" Nate smiled 

"Thanks. | was nervous as shit" 


Nate rounded the kitchen island to where Chris was sitting on one of the stools. He pushed Chris's knees apart 
and wedged himself between them. The bassist slid his hands around his lover's neck and pulled him into a kiss. 


"Feel better?" He asked him. 
"A little. Kiss me again" Chris smiled and wrapped his arms around Nate's waist and pulled him tighter. 


Nate pressed his lips to the brunette's, opening them and pushing his tongue against the bottom lip of his 


lover. 


After a long, deep kiss, Chris kept Nate in a tight hug and said against his chest, "Now | feel a lot better." 


Part Il: Chapter Twelve 


"Hey, Chris has the boys this weekend. Do you guys want to come over tonight for movies and games and 


such?" Nate dialed Tay. 
"Yeah, we can do that. How are things going?" 


"Good. We moved more of his stuff over so he doesn't feel so displaced anymore. Um, dude, Charlie is fucking 


amazing. | cannot thank you enough for her: 
"Yeah, man. She's a fucking shark. | knew Chris wouldn't like her but she gets results." 
"He likes that 

"| bet. Well, lm happy everything's working out. See ya later, around seven?" 

"Sounds good. Thanks, T" 


Nate allowed Dave to barbeque some burgers, along with veggie burgers, on his grill. Dave promised to use foil 
and clean it when he was done. Nine men, big and little, crowded around Nate's patio table, eating, chattering, 
arguing. Each man looked around and smiled. 

Taylor ruffled Dave's hair and beamed at him, thinking how amazing it was to have a person as wonderful as 
Dave for a partner. Taylor loved Dave's energy, loyalty, craziness, and confidence. And he would always be 


grateful for the way Dave loved and took care of, not only him, but Shane also. 


Dave swatted Taylor's hand away and stuck his tongue out at the blonde. He felt a tiny hand smacking his 
thigh. He turned to Shane. 


"Uncle D, open" 
"Shane, come on" Taylor lightly scolded him. 


"Please?" Shane gave Dave a tiny, toothy grin as he handed him the new ketchup bottle. 


Dave glanced at his love as he opened the bottle for Shane. The son of his boyfriend. A little boy who captured 
his heart. Sometimes Dave looked at the boy and could swear he knew what it was to be a father. And when 
he looked at Taylor, he knew what it was to be blessed. He had a best friend and a lover in one perfect, 


gorgeous, talented, special person. 


He looked across the table and just happened to catch Nate's eye. His friend. The one he knew the longest, the 
one who'd stuck by him through thick and thin. Nate, the moral compass, the ethical standard to which Dave 
had tried to hold himself. He smiled and tilted his head at his bassist. 


Nate returned his smile. Dave fucking Grohl. His role model in more ways than Dave knew. He taught Nate a lot 
about a lot. One thing he taught him was how to be fearless. And fearlessness won him an incredible lover and 
companion in Chris. He looked at his boyfriend, who had his hands full with his boys and Noah. Noah got that 
Extra Daddy after all and was taking full advantage of him. All four boys were arguing over who was sitting 
where. Noah solved his own problem by climbing into Chris's lap. Chris smiled and looked over at Nate. 


Did his best friend know that, at first, Chris was afraid of him? When the flirting and teasing began, Chris was 
scared. He felt like he was the only one who was into it. Nate had to be playing around. And he was freaked out 
over being into another man. But gently, tenderly, Nate had guided him into a loving, trusting relationship and 
the only thing Chris feared now was losing the man he was proud to call his. 

Chris then turned his attention to Taylor. His confidante, his trusted source of advice. Imagine, taking advice 
from the spaz. The spaz had weathered a few storms in his life and had slowly become one of Chris's favorite 
people to be around for his wisdom and his easy acceptance and unassuming personality. Chris caught the 


drummer's eye and smiled and mouthed the words, ‘thank you! 


Later, when the boys had all rushed into Noah's room to play, the men still sat around the table, enjoying 


some beer and conversation. 

"ve been writing a little." Dave said, bracing himself for their response. 
"Shit! Where we going to record this time? The fucking moon?" Chris laughed. 
"Not a bad idea, Shiflett." Dave pointed his bottle at him. 

"On the moon, in drag. Sounds about right for this band" Nate added. 
"Indeed" Dave murmured wistfully. 


"Wish someone would have told me it'd come to this. | would have taken that audition with Guns N Roses 


instead." 


"Right, because l'm sure no freaky shit would be going on over there. They'd probably make you blow goats or 


take a shit in a bowl of popcorn or something." 

"Colorful, Dave. Thanks. Is that what you two do for kicks?" 
"A gentleman never asks." 

"And a lady never tells." Taylor added. 


| could not ask for better friends. The four of us, and Pat, have been through it all. And | love each of you. 


Thanks for the past eighteen years of my life." Nate held up his bottle in toast. 
The other three enthusiastically agreed and clinked bottles. 


After a few moments of quiet contemplation, Dave spoke up. "Did it ever occur to anyone else that Pat is the 


only one of us NOT fucking another dude?" 


The End. 


